Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




'.%l#^25L-i 





600064235Q 



A HEART'S PROBLEM 



VOL. I. 



NEW NOVELS AT EVERY LIBRARY. 

A NEW NOVEL BY OUIDA. Three vols, crown 

8vo. [N'early ready. 

THE COMET OF A SEASON. By Justin 

McCarthy, M.P. Three vols, crown 8vo. 

GOD AND THE MAN. By Robert Buchanan, 

Author of * The Shadow of the Sword,' &c. Three vols, crown 
8vo. Illustrated by Freix Baknard. 

JOSEPH'S COAT. Bv David Christie Murray, 

Author of * A Life's Atonement,' &c. With 12 Illustrations by 
Fred. Barnard. Three vols, crown Svo. 

THE BRIDE'S PASS. By Sarah Tytler. Two 

vols, crown Svo. 

PRINCE SARONFS WIFE, and other Stories. By 
Julian Hawthorne. Three vols, crown Svo. 

[/« preparation. 

SOMETHING IN THE CITY. By George 

Augustus- Sala. Three vols, crown Svo. \,In preparation. 

CAVALRY LIFE : Sketches and Stories in Barracks 
aud Out. By J. S. Winter. Two vols, demy Svo. 

\,Nearly ready. 

CHATTO & WINDUS, Piccadilly, W. 



A HEARTS PROBLEM 



CHARLES GIBBON 




vi'P. '-'^2 



IN TWO VOLUMES— VOL. I. 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY 



ITht right ej Iranilaiiim il raen/td] 



^S/ . L . IZS 



Let me not to the marriage of tnie minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

no ! it is an ever-fixed ma/rk 

That looks on tempests and is never slwken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth 's unknown, although his height be taken. 

Lovers not Timers fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle^ s compass come ; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and loceks, 

But bea/rs it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

Shakespeare. 
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A POOR YOUNG MAN 



VOL. I. B 



CHAPTEE I. 



A POOE TOUNO MAN. 



The small hours of the night in early 
spring are apt to be chilly to those ill- 
dad ones who are obhged to tramp from 
the centre of London to some subm-ban 
retreat. So Maurice Esmond discovered 
when he was making his way across 
Blackfriars Bridge southward. A keen 
east wind penetrated his closely buttoned 
coat, and he scarcely paused to glance at 
the long lines of golden shafts made by 
the reflection of the lamps in the river. 
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Although he had an eye for pictui^esque 
effects, he was evidently in too great a hurry 
at present to study them. As he marched 
on, the number of passengers whom he 
encoimtered rapidly diminished, and by 
the time he reached Camberwell Green 
the streets were almost deserted. There 
were, however, a number of cabmen, a few 
young men who had been out on pleasure, 
and others who were out from necessity 
gathered around a coffee-stall. A cheery- 
faced old man, wearing an indescribable 
skull-cap, stood behind the counter dispens- 
ing cups of coffee, the heat of which amply 
compensated for any deficiency of flavour ; 
and for the hungry there were huge sand- 
wiches and hunches of currant-cake. 

The group was a merry one, and Esmond 
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heard several loud bursts of laughter as he 
approached. It was a good-natured group 
too, and way was readily made for him as he 
advanced and asked for a cup of coffee. He 
drank it in silence, but was quietly observing 
his companions and listening all the time 
with some interest to their conversation, 
which was interspersed with anecdotes 
chiefly of a professional character, and as a 
rule much less coarse than might have been 
expected. 

He laid down his cup and continued his 
way refreshed. Presently he turned into a 
narrow street which belonged to the older 
part of the parish. On either side were 
small shops — ^greengrocers, shoemakers, rag 
and bone merchants — and rising in their 
midst at short intervals the more com- 
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manding premises of the gin palace and the 
beerhouse. 

At the side door of one of the httle shops 
he stopped, and opened it quietly with a 
latch-key. The sign-board bore in large 
yellow letters the legend: 'Dan. O'Bryan, 
Tailor.' 

Esmond was not surprised to observe 
that there was still a light in the back shop, 
for Mr. O'Bryan having, Uke most of his 
countrymen, a passion for poUtics, was 
frequently found at late hours seated on his 
tailor's platform, stitching some garment 
busily, and at the same time arranging the 
affairs of the nation in long harangues 
addressed to his son, who was his only 
workman, or to his wife, or in the absence 
of both to the walls, which in his imagina- 
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tion represented spell-bound multitudes of 
listeners. 

* Busy still, Mr. O'Bryan ? ' said Esmond, 
as lie looked in at the workshop door. 

' Come in, come in, Mr. Esmond,' cried 
the old man cheerily. • Fm delighted to see 
you before I go to bed. Sit down and tell 
us what has been done in the House. I 
suppose you heard the debate ? *' 

' I was not in the Houise at all to-night ; 
but I understand there was nothing particular 
done.' 

' But something particular will have to 
be done, and that soon too ; for althouigh I 
haven't been in my country for many a year 
now— more's the pity—I know that the 
boys mean to have their own way this time.' 

^ We will have our way,' exclaimed the 
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voice of the son, who had been sitting so 
quietly by the stove that Esmond had not at 
first observed him. 

He was a very red-headed young man, 
with a good-natured face, on which he was 
continually endeavouring to display an ex- 
pression of that melancholy which comes of 
too much brooding. In this he was not sue- 
cessM ; nature claimed him for a * low 
comedy part ' in Ufe, although, like many 
eminent actors, he was thoroughly convinced 
that tragedy was his forte. Even his name 
was against him ; he had been christened 
Edward, but every one except himself seemed 
to have forgotten that fact, and he was 
known only as Teddy, and sometimes as 
Teddy O'Bryan. He could not help feeling, 
in the midst of some of his dreams of the 
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future, that there was something ludicrous in 
the picture of a leader of patriots being 
hailed as * Teddy, my boy/ 

Esmond was accustomed to the eloquence 
of father and son, and foresaw that they were 
fiilly primed for hours of discussion. He there- 
fore made his escape as speedily as possible, 
and ascended to the little front parlour 
which served him as sitting-room and bed- 
room. 

'He's a queer boy that,* said O'Bryan. 

*I don't like him,' muttered Teddy 
gloomily. 

* Not like him ! ' said the father, looking 
up ; * what ails you at him ? He is as 
dacent a boy as I ever came across; and 
when I said he was queer, I only meant that 
he bothers me by his being so quiet, and 
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never saying a word about where he came 
from/ 

Teddy spat on the goose to test its heat, 
then polished it vigorously, and began to 
iron the collar of a coat, 

* I don't like him : and it's because he's 
so quiet You'd think butter wouldn't melt 
in his mouth, but I'm certain he's got some 
wicked purpose imder his sleek ways. How 
do we know but he's a ' 

Teddy paused, as if the thought were too 
terrible to utter, but he looked — or rather, 
tried to look — ^fiill of direfiil forebodings. 
His father rewarded him first wilh a loud 
gufiaw, and then : — 

*A spy, you'd say I I am thinking, 
Teddy, you're grown a bigger fool than you 
were born. I'll go bail for him, and I dare 
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any man to say that I'm not true [to the 
Cause.' 

' You might get yourself into trouble then ; 
for, as wise as you are, anybody can see that 
he is not one of us : anybody can see that he 
isn't used to being poor; and the mother 
knows that he isn't over-regular in paying his 
rent. She is as bad as yourself in regard to 
him, and says nothing.' 

' But he always has paid some time or 
other, and handsome too ; so now hold your 
tongue and finish that coat.' 

Teddy proceeded with his work, m^- 
tally repeating, * I don't like him.' 

He had, however, a reason for his dislike 
which he had not yet explained to his 
parents ; and that reason took the form of 
his foster-sister Lucy. This girl had been 
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Teddy's playmate and schoolmate, his 
companion as they advanced in years, and 
he had quite settled in his own mind that 
she was to be his companion through life. 
Never a doubt of the realisation of this plan 
had crossed his mind until Esmond had 
come to lodge in the first-floor front. He 
had only seen Lucy and the new lodger ex- 
change a few commonplaces as they passed 
each other on the staircase or met on Sundays 
at the simple family dinner — well spiced 
with thorough-going Home Kule politics — 
which Esmond was invited to share ; but the 
bosom of Teddy the Patriot was ablaze with 
jealousy. 

There was certainly something a little 
mysterious in the ways of Mr. Esmond. 
The tailor's shop window had for some time 
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contained, amongst its usual indicaticms of 
the business being carried on within — 
buttons, patterns of cloth, coloured plates of 
the latest fashions, &c. — a card with the 
curt announcement, 'Furnished Apartments.' 
Esmond entered the shop, introduced 
himself to O'Bryan as having some 
connection with the press, and that fact 
rendered references unnecessary to the 
tailor-politician. The next day Esmond was 
established in his room. His luggage 
ponsisted of a portmanteau and a box of 
books, the latter being disproportionately 
heavy in comparison with the weight of the 
former. As it was a cold day in the 
beginmng of January, Mrs. O'Bryan had a 
blazing fire in the room, which combined 
with the smile on her round good-natured 
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face to give him a hearty welcome. Esmond 
liked his landlady, and Mrs. O'Bryan's first 
announcement to her husband was to this 
effect : 

' It's a fine yoimg man he is, Dan ; as 
quiet as a mouse, and as ea^ to deal with as 
a child.' 

The kindly feelings which the good 
woman entertained for her lodger from the 
first day of his arrival soon made him feel 
perfectly at home ; and before the end of a 
month he seemed to have known Mr. and 
Mrs. O'Bryan for years rather than weeks. 
His life was a lonely one, and the Sunday 
afternoons spent with the tailor's family 
formed very agreeable episodes in it. 
Although Teddy had early taken a dislike 
to him — or thought he had done so — ^he 
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only showed it by keeping a little apart from 
him, and by only speaking when he had an 
opportunity to flatly contradict any assertion 
made by him. 

In the fourth member of the family he 
soon became much interested, and their 
acquaintanceship promised to ripen into 
friendship. Lucy was a hard-working girl ; 
she was a ^essmaker, and from Daddy — as 
she called O'Bryan — she had learned enough 
of tailoring to be of practical service to him 
whenever he was pressed by work. She was 
fond of reading, too, and this soon became 
known to Esmond. 

There was a flush of pleasure on her face 
and such a bright look in her eyes when one 
day he placed a small parcel of new books 
on the table before her, that she appeared 
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more beautiful in Ms eyes than she had ever 
done before. For the first time he became 
conscious of a degree of awkwardness in her 
presence ; and that to a wise man, who did 
not want to fall in love, should have been a 
sujfficiently apparent danger-signal. 

' I thought you would like to see these, 
Miss Smith. I think there are one or two 
p^mongst them you will be pleased with.' 

' I am sure I shall like them aU,' she 
said gleefully, and beginning at once to 
examine the title-pages. ' Thank you, Mr. 
Esmond.' 

He had never before thought that there 
was so much music in those two words 
' thank you.' 

* There'll be fine goings on how,' 
exclaimed Mrs. O'Bryan; 'ye'll have her 
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sitting up all night reading them books, an' 
going about like a ghost all day ; an' maybe 
sewing the wrong sleeves into somebody's 
gownd, as she did once when she got hould 
of something they called " Penny-Dennis." 
Yell spoil her entirely, Mr. Esmond.' 

' I hope not,' he answered, laughing at 
the distortion of the title of one of the works 
of his favourite author. 

From that time Lucy was well suppUed 
with books, and they afforded ample sub- 
jects of conversation. Books are mediums, 
and even dull ones may serve as tokens of 
tender thought. Esmond was soon con- 
scious that Lucy had obtained an influence 
over him stronger than any woman had yet 
exercised. He was at first startled by this 
discovery ; then, not having reached the 

VOL, I. C 
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noon of love in the white glare of which 
the eyes and senses are blind and callous to 
everything save its own transcending bright- 
ness, he called a halt He had no business 
to fall in love in his present position ; hence 
he had no alternative but to leave the place. 
That was the plainest and shortest way out 
of the difficulty. He should go. 
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CHAPTEE 11. 



CALLED BACK. 



'Comb in/ said Esmond, in answer to a 
knock at his door. 

Lucy entered, with a letter in one hand 
and a book in the other, and he rose from 
the table. The day was a foggy one, and it 
seemed to be twilight in his little room. 

'I have brought you these, sir, and I 
hope I have not kept the book too long.' 

' You have not kept it long enough,' he 
said, smiling, as he took the letter. *I 
intended you to keep that book altogether, 
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knowing that it was a favourite of yours. 
Will you do so ? ' 

She seemed to hesitate; and then, 
quietly : 

' I shall be very pleased to have it, Mr. 
Esmond/ The answer was the natural one 
which a lady might have given to a friend in 
accepting any small gift. 

' I am glad of that,' he said impulsively ; 
and then checking himself, remembering his 
good resolutions, he began awkwardly to tap 
the fingers of his left hand with the letter 
which he had just received. ' I am glad 
because — because I shall probably be going 
away soon.' 

* Going away ! we shall all be sorry to 
miss you.' 

The phrase was commonplace enough. 
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and there was no particular accent on any 
of the words, and yet there was a something 
in her tone and look which made him half 
regret his hasty announcement. 

' I do not mean exactly that I am going 
to stay away : indeed, it is probable that I 
shall be back in a few weeks,' 

* Oh, that is quite difierent,' she exclaimed, 
with a bright look as if relieved. 

Then he, with a laugh which did not 
conceal the earnestness underlying it : 

* Would Mrs. O'Biyan be very sorry if 
I never came back ? * 

* I am sure of it' 

* And my friend O'Bryan — and Teddy — 
and you ? ' 

*Yes, we should all be sorry,' was 
the response, with a httle reserve this 
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time, and a slight tinge of colour in her 
cheeks. 

* And I should be sorry to go, for you 
have made me feel as if I were one of the 
family. I could not easily find such a 
comfortable home and such good friends. 
Sometimes I think I should like to stay here 
always. How would you like that ? ' 

' It would be very pleasant — ^we should 
all hke it.' The latter part of the phrase 
quahfied the warmth of the first. 

That letter which Esmond had received 
was becoming somewhat crumpled by being 
continually bent and even twisted between 
his fingers. 

* You would only find it pleasant in the 
same way as the others. Is that all ? ' 

She seemed a little confused by this 
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question, and he made a blundering effort to 
relieve her. 

* I mean that I should like you to say 
that you would miss our pleasant gossips 
about books.' 

' I should indeed.' — She was interrupted 
by Mrs. O'Bryan calling from the foot of the 
staircase : 

' Lucy, here's some one for that gownd/ 

Esmond did not know whether to bless 
or curse the interruption when he saw Lucy 
go away, her cheeks crimson as if with the 
consciousness that she had been about to 
say more than she wished to say at that 
moment. 

They were skating on very thin ice, and 
this conversation had made them both aware 
of it. 
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He stood looking at the door for an 
instant, as if he still saw her there. Then he 
tinned to the window and looked out upon 
the fog, but the expression of dissatisfaction 
on his face was not caused by the weather. 
Presently he became conscious that he had 
not read the letter which Lucy had brought 
to him. Eecognising the handwriting of the 
only friend who knew his address in Cam- 
berwell, he hastily opened the envelope. 



< Fig-tree Court, Temple, Thursday. 

' My deab Calthorpb, — ^The enclosed is, I 
suppose, from your governor, and I hasten 
to forward it. Hope he is going to make it up 
with you and set you on your feet again. 
Meanwhile, what has become of you, and 
when are you going to explain to mfe the 
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meaning of this masquerading under another 

name ? Look me up as soon as you can. 

Very busy. 

* Yours, 

* H. Arkwood/ 

The letter which was enclosed in this 
abrupt missive was addressed to Maurice K 
Calthorpe, Esq., at the chambers of his 
Mend in the Temple. It was from his 
&ther, and Maurice laid it on the table 
unopened, but his hand trembled a Httle as 
he did so, for it had recalled many bitter 
memories. There had been a quarrel 
between the father and son, and, as in most 
quarrels, there had been serious faults on 
both sides. Maurice had been called to the 
bar, and whilst waiting for briefe, which 
came too much like angels' visits, he had 
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been entirely dependent on his father* 

The allowance was not a large one, but 

Maurice was not extravagant in his habits, 

and he was able to maintain his position 

without any financial anxieties on his own 

account. He certainly did not inherit this 

frugal spirit from his father, who had been 

known in his early days as one of the most 

extravagant young men about town. The 

estate was soon mortgaged at heavy interest, 

but, although only a part of it was entailed, 

Calthorpe would not sell the land. 

Maurice, an only child, had been 

brought up in the expectation of inheriting 

a considerable income. One morning he 

was suddenly told by his father that there 

was pressing need for a large sum of money, 
and that it could only be raised by breaking 
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the entaiL To this proceeding the son 
positively refused to consent. Hence the 
quarrel and the separation. 

Maurice forfeited his allowance, reduced 
his expenses to a minimum, and with a stout 
heart began the uphill struggle for fortune 
and position. Although he had not yet 
inspired many sohcitors with sufficient faith 
in his forensic powers to induce them to 
overload him with briefe, he had gained some 
reputation as a writer on legal subjects. He 
had also contributed anonymously to the 
magazines miscellaneous sketches, essays, and 
verses, and to his pen he looked for the 
means to support himself whilst he waited 
for briefs ; but he soon found that the pro- 
ductions which had provided an acceptable 
adjunct to his income proved a precarious 



30 A HEARTS PROBLEM. 

mainstay. In spite of all his economy, debts 
accmnulated; and he soon became aware 
that they would go on accumulating if he did 
not make some radical change in his mode of 
life. His debtors became importunate, and 
only reframed from extreme proceedings 
because they knew that he would ultimately 
be able to pay everything with interest. He 
became morbid by too frequently brooding 
over his present circumstances, and com- 
paring them with the position which he 
ought to have occupied had his father s 
affairs been managed with ordinary dis- 
cretion. He did not complain of the 
change in his affaks, however, and he tried 
not to think unkindly of his father; but 
whilst he continued to move amongst the 
friends and acquaintances of his pahny days, 
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he was constantly reminded of what might 
have been. 

So one day he disappeared into the 
unknown regions of Camberwell, and there 
assmning his second baptismal name of 
Esmond (Thackeray's novel had always been 
one of his favourite books), he determined 
to work out his own way in life. 

There had been no correspondence 
between him and his father since the day 
of his leaving Calthorpe, but he had learnt 
indirectly that the old gentleman was living 
a much more retired life than he had hitherto 
done. Maurice had been always expecting 
to be again pressed to break the entail, and 
he sometimes wavered in his determination 
to persist in his refusal when he thought 
of the old man's solitude and comparative 



32 A HEARTS PROBLEM. 

privation. Now came this letter, and he 
hesitated to open it. At length he broke 
the seal. The letter was written on the old- 
fashioned quarto page ; the penmanship was 
small and angular, with many flourishes ; 
and the lines were as close together as if 
postage had still been a consideration. 



^ CaltLorpe, April 16. 

* My dear Maueice, — ^Although we parted 
in a somewhat unpleasant manner, I still 
hoped that as soon as you had had time to 
cool, your better judgment would see the 
necessity and reasonableness of complying 
with my request, and that you would see it 
to be your duty to give me some indication 
that you regretted the haste of your conduct. 
That there was some temper on my side, too, 
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I should be the last person in the world to 
deny ; but the positions are different. Apart 
from our close relationship (which in itself 
should entitle me to some consideration on 
your part), I am your senior in years and 
in experience of the world, and what petty 
ebullition of rage I gave way to should be 
attributed to the natural impatience which 
any man of a finely strung temperament 
would feel when so deliberately and obsti- 
nately opposed in the execution of what he 
believed to be his duty by the very person 
he most desired to benefit, 

* Therefore I waited, expecting such a 
letter as your own good sense and fihal 
sentiments might dictate. I need not say 
that no such letter has reached me; and 
it would be superfluous to add that I have 

VOL. I. D 
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been grieved — very much grieved — hj your 
silence. I hope still to receive from you 
some expression of regret But let that pass. 
'Do not be afraid, my dear Maurice, 
that this is a prelude to the repetition of my 
request that you should assist me out of a 
diflSculty. No; thank Heaven! on this 
occasion, as on former occasions when 
brought face to face with stern necessity, I 
have found strength to meet it single- 
handed and to overcome it. You will be 
gratified to learn that I have succeeded in 
arranging everything satisfactorily.' 



At this point there were several lines 
blotted out, and then in less distinct 
characters came the words, ' for the present.' 
The letter continued : — 



\ 
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' It is on your account that I write, after 
waiting so loi^ to hear from you. The 
feelings of a father have overcome me at 
length, and I am obliged to be the first to 
hold out the hand of friendship, although it 
would have pleased me much if you had 
been the first to do so. It would have 
shown me, for instance, that you regarded 
me as something more than a mere acquaint- 
ance, from whom you could separate 
yourself on account of a trifling misunder- 
standing. However, let that pass also. 

*The serious object of my letter is to 
induce you to come here at once. I have 
heard from several quarters that you have 
got into deep waters^ and that you are 
neither happy nor comfortable. This is 
most unfortunate, my dear boy, and distresses 

d2 
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me exceedingly. But I believe it is in my 
power to help you, if you are willing to help 
yourself by following my counsels. The 
matter will not wait, and I therefore beg of 
you not to lose a moment in communicating 
with me after you receive this. If you are 
in London, telegraph, and come by the first 
train you can catch. It is of vital im- 
portance that you should act promptly. 
I make no attempt to explain my project 
here, but wait anxiously for your arrival. 

' Now let no foolish qualms or unnatural 
resentment stand in the way of your own 
good fortune, and of the happiness of 
' Your ever affect* Father, 

* Henry Calthorpe/ 



Mr. Calthorpe apparently could not 
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afford space or time to write the word 
* affectionate ' in full. 

Although not quite blind to the bom- 
bastic strain in which his father indulged, 
Maurice was too much ashamed of himself 
for the hesitation he had felt in opening the 
letter to think of anything but the fact that 
it asked him to forget the past. It was true 
he ought to have been the first to seek the 
reconciliation. He had been obstinate, he 
had been selfish, and his father had been 
generous. Thus blaming himself, a flood of 
kindly memories rushed upon him, and he 
resolved to obey the summons without 
delay. His offence assumed an exaggerated 
aspect in these reflections, and it became 
more culpable in his eyes when he read this 
postscript, which had almost escaped him : — 
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' P.S. — ^Do not forget that years do not 
creep, but fly ^dth me now, and in the 
course oi nature you cannot have the oppor- 
tunity of spending many with me. You 
know how I dislike such disagreeable 
thoughts, and so you can understand how 
keenly I feel our estrangement when I have 
permitted myself to refa: to them in writing. 

' H. C/ 



Genuine feeling was expressed there, 
however superficial might be the letter itself. 
Maurice hastily wrote a tel^ram to the 
effect that he would be at Calthorpe that 
evening, and rang for scHne one to take it to 
the post-office* 

It was Lucy who answered the bell. 
At sight of her his eagerness to depart 
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was suddenly checked, and the message 
which he was about to despatch assumed the 
form of a cloud rising between them. He 
had not yet owned, even to himself, that he 
loved her; but at this moment he was 
conscious that one of the chief elements in 
his joy at the approaching reconciliation with 
his father lay in the thought that he would 
be able under his own name openly to woo 
and win her. At the same time there 
flashed upon him the question, would his 
father ever consent to the union of the 
last representative of the ancient family of 
Calthorpe of Calthorpe with the adopted 
daughter of a tailor ? 

The cloud rising between them became 
more distinct and more impenetrable. 

Lucy observed the flush upon his usually 



40 A HEART'S PROBLEM. 

pale face ; and although it was impossible to 
divine whether or not his expression was 
one of pleasure, she was glad to see hira look 
so well. 

Maurice impulsively threw aside that 
disturbing question which had arisen in his 
mind, and took her hand. 

* Something has occurred which obliges 
me to leave here to-day ; but it has made me 
happy, because it will enable me to return 
sooner than I expected. I should be 
anxious to return, if * 

He stopped. His movement and his 
speech had been so rapid, that Lucy had no 
time to think of how she should act or what 
she should say. The blood tingled in her 
cheeks, her pulse quickened, and something 
that was not pain seemed to rise in her 
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throat, stifling any exclamation of her 
bewilderment. 

The awkwardness which had compelled 
him to pause was due to the sudden con- 
sciousness that an abrupt confession of his 
love might distress her. What right had he 
to imagine that she had ever thought of him 
with any feelings save those of friendship? 
And yet the confidence with which she al- 
lowed her hand to rest in his, the wondering, 
half-frightened, half-pleased expression in 
her eyes, gave him hope. Still, he would 
not venture to tell her all his thought. 

' I was going to say, *' anxious to return 
if all goes well with me." Then I shall 
have a surprise for you.' 

• A pleasant one, I hope,' she answered, 
smiling. 
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* I hope SO too,' he said, with a certain 
emphasis in his tone, and pressing her hand. 
* It will depend upon you whether the 
surprise is a pleasant one or not.' 

* Upon me, Mr. Esmond ? ' she said 
quietly, as she withdrew her hand. 

' Yes ; but you must wait till I come 
back to learn why. Now will you ask 
Teddy to take this telegram to the post 
office ? ' 

He did not remember in his haste that 
any one looking at the telegraph form would 
learn his real name. He had simply doubled 
up the paper, with a shilling inside, and Lucy 
took it to Teddy, who, ready to obey her in 
anything, hastened to despatch the message. 
• It so happened that the clerk was doubtfiil 
about the orthography of the name, and 
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thorpe. 

'It's not that at all; it's Esmond/ 



asked Teddy if it was Culthorpe or 
Calthorpe. 

* ~ " * was 
the answer. 

' There's no Esmond here/ said the clerk, 
handing him the paper. 

Teddy was puzzled when he read the 
names ; but the suspicions which he enter- 
tained about the occupant of the first-floor 
front enabled him to solve the difficulty to 
his own satis&LCtion. The man was an in- 
former, or something as bad, and Esmond 
was not his real name. He read the message 
several times, in order to impress it, as well 
as the address, on his memory, and gave it 
back to the clerk. 

' It's all right, sir : just send it as 
it is.' 
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When Teddy got into the street he halted 
for a minute, as if doubtful about the di- 
rection in which he should turn. If he had 
j ust run a long race uphill he could not have 
been more out of breath than he was now, 
with his breast heaving, and what wits he 
had utterly confused, whilst there seemed to 
be a couple of large Catherine-wheels before 
his eyes, scattering fiery sparks in all direc- 
tions. All this was the effect of his mo- 
mentous discovery. It was perfectly clear 
to him that his father, mother, and, bitterest 
of all, even Lucy, had been nursing a serpent 
which had crawled into their household in 
order to destroy them. 

His first idea was to be off to the ' Boys,' 
tell them what he had discovered, and ask 
them to deal promptly with the enemy ; but 
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how coiild he tell what might happen at 
home durmg his absence? May-be the 
minions of the tyrant government were 
already at the house, and its inmates being 
dragged in chains to a common gaol! 
Teddy's imagination had been so fired by 
the oratorical horrors in which some of his 
countrymen dehghted, that he rushed wildly 
to the rescue of his parents and Lucy. As 
he approached the house, a cab drove off 
from the door, and there were his father and 
mother standing in the doorway, quietly 
nodding and smiling, as if bidding a cheery 
good-bye to some one. Behind them in the 
shop he could see Lucy, and all his wild 
visions of the ruined home, of the chains, 
and the gaol were dispelled. 

* Hasn't there been any one here ? ' he 
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gasped, glancing alternately at his father and 
at the cab rapidly driving away. 

' Yes/ answered O'Bryan blithely, ' there's 
an order for two suits of raournin', wanted 
in a hurry, of course.' 

'But I mean anybody in particular,' 
whispered Teddy, with a comical attempt to 
be tragic and mysterious. ' I mean anybody 
from the tyrants — anybody set on by that 
ruflSan we've been havin' in the house.' 

'What's the matter with the boy?' 
ejaculated Mrs. O'Bryan. ' Sure it can't be 
Mr. Esmond he's meanin' ? ' 

Teddy's notion of expressing dignified 
contempt was to fold his arms, to Uft his 
chin high, and to look downward, as if he 
were studying the proportions of his nose, 
whilst he protruded his lips and spoke slowly. 
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* Mother, you don't understand these 
Aings, and so you'd better leave them to us. 
There has been no Mr. Esmond here ; any- 
way, that wasn't his name. He's been 
deceivin' you all, and not any one of you 
would listen to me when I told you so ; but 
I knew what I was sayin', and now I can 
prove it.' 

All this dignity was, as usual, lost on 
O'Bryan, who only laughed at his son's grand 
airs. 

' Then if Esmond isn't his name, what i» 
it? 

' It's Maurice Calthorpe ; and he's been 
writin' to another Calthorpe, and he's on his 
way to join him this minute.' 

Lucy drew back farther into the shop 
when she heard this. 



•J > 
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^ It's raviii' again you are,' said O'Bryan, 
still laughing ; but when he heard Teddy's 
story he muttered in a puzzled way, whilst 
he scratched his bald pate with his thimble, 
^ It's mighty queer.' 
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In sunlight the little station of Dunthorpe 
looked very red and white, and so new that 
it appeared to be unfinished. Except on 
market days there was no bustle on the plat- 
form; only when a train was approaching 
were there any signs of active life about the 
place. Then a porter would calmly cross and 
recross the line with no apparent object ; 
the station-master, with a slip of yellow 
paper in his hand, would take a placid 
survey of the rails ; the booking-clerk would 

e2 
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leisurely open his wicket and (sometimes) 
issue half a dozen tickets. On a dark wet 
evening the station was dismal enough to 
make inward- and outward-bound passengers 
eager to get away firom it. Heavy drops of 
rain falling firom the eaves of the roofs 
plashed into tiny pools, which reflected the 
feeble lights of the lamps. Then a cold 
•wind sweeping up the hollow completed the 
discomforts of the station. 

So when Maurice jumped fi-om the train 
he was pleased to find his father's man 
waiting for him with a pony phaeton. 

' Glad to see you back, sir/ was the man'? 
cheery salutation. 

'Thank you, Harris. How is my faUier?' 

♦ Bright, sir, bright as ever ; and younger 



nor ever.' 
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Dismal as the evening was, Maurice 
experienced a sense of exhilaration as he was 
driving along the familiar road towards his 
home. The hedgerows were like thick 
black walls, and clumps of trees formed 
opaque masses, showing curious outlines 
against the dull grey sky. He could distin- 
guish the wayside cottages and farmsteads, 
which seemed like old friends repeating to 
him Harris's cheery welcome ; and the 
gurgle of the river as they crossed the nar- 
row bridge recalled pleasant memories of 
fishing and shooting exploits. 

His buoyancy of spirit, however, gradually 
gave place to a sense of depression as he 
drew near the house, and in his mind's eye 
saw his father at last broken down and so 
lonely that he called upon his refractory son 
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to come and comfort him in his declining 
days. He could not help thinking of him 
thus, in spite of the assurance Harris had 
given him, for he knew that his father was 
too proud to display any we^ikness to others. 
This mood changed to wonder when, as 
the phaeton emerged from the dark avenue, 
Maurice felt his eyes dazzled by a blaze of 
light from the windows of Calthorpe House. 
The face of the building presented three 
gables, with a graceful drapery of ivy, 
through which in summer peeped white 
and yellow roses ; and, surrounded by dense 
shrubberies and huge trees, it had a com- 
fortable, old-fashioned, settle<l expression. 
At present it seemed to be laughing at the 
bleakness of the night, and hugging itself 
with the consciousness of a cosy interior. 



FRIENDS AGAIN. 55 

^Has my fcither friends with him to- 
night ? ' inquired Maurice. 

' Didn't you know, sir ? I thought that 
was why you came home. A heap of com- 
pany, sir ; been making ready for them this 
fortnight or more. Some great soldier come 
back from the wars, and master is giving him 
a grand welcome.' 

'Indeed! What is the gentleman's 
name ? ' 

' Colonel Cuthbert — one of the Cuthberts 
of Hollyford; and they do say a stunnin 
soldier, that has won ever so many battles.' 

Maurice was astounded by what he 
heard, and became puzzled almost to the 
degree of bewilderment by what he saw 
when he entered the house. There was 
nothing to suggest that it was the residence 
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of an impoverished gentleman. There were 
brightness, warmth, and an atmosphere of 
ease everywhere. The room, formerly his 
own, had been prepared for him, and a glad 
fire made the faded hangings of window and 
bedstead look as if they had renewed theii* 
youth. 

The contrast between all this and the 
sad home which he had expected to enter 
caused Maurice to question whether or not 
he was dreaming. • 

' Mr. Calthorpe is dressing, sir,' said a 
servant, ' and bade me say that he would be 
glad to see you for a few minutes in his 
room/ 

Maurice at once proceeded to his father's 
dressing-room, pleased to think that he 
would presently have a satisfactory ex- 
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planation of the enigma which perplexed 
him. 

Mr. Henry Calthorpe was nearly seventy, 
tall, slender, and agile ; face clean-shaven, 
head encirled by a wreath of white curls, 
hands delicate, and yet suggestive of some 
nervous force. He held both hands out to 
his son, and received him with an air of 
paternal friendliness and dignity. 

Maurice had come to comfort and for-- 
give ; he felt as if he were being graciously 
pardoned and welcomed by a tender-hearted 
parent as a penitent prodigal. 

* You have just come in time, Maurice,' 
said the father, with a pleasant smile on his 
sallow and almost wrinkleless face. * I am 
sorry you did not receive my letter sooner^, 

that you might have come prepared for 



so 
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this evening. Colonel Cuthbert is an excel- 
lent fellow, and I particularly wish you to 
show him attention. He is to be our neigh- 
bour, you know — or perhaps I ought to say 
your neighbour, remembering how old I 
am.' 

There was such a droll mixture of self- 
complacency with an under-current of 
feeling that the present was an occasion on 
which some sentiment should be shown, that 
Maurice began to see the comic side of the 
position. And so : 

' You seem well enough, sir, to be able to 
say •' our neighbour." Time has dealt kindly 
with you, and I hope it will continue to do 
so for many years. Certainly your letter 
did not lead me to expect to find you ' 

'To find me so well,' interrupted Mr. 
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Calthorpe, with a graceiul movement of the 
hand, as if deprecating any further reference 
to his letter. ' You are not sorry, I hope, 
to discover that I can still enjoy myself in the 
old way.' 

' On the contrary, I am delighted.* 
'Glad to hear it ; but it is only once in a 
while now, and the intervals between my 
enjoyments are long. There ! we must have 
no unpleasant thoughts to-night, and none 
to-morrow either, if we can help it. Forget 
and foi^ve — ^that is to be our motto. Now 
go and get yourself ready, and remember it 
is important — ^most important for your own 
sake — ^that you should make a good impres- 
sion upon everybody. 

^ But I do not quite understand.' 

' There is no time to explain at present. 
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You shall learn everything as soon as oiii* 
friends have gone. I promise you some sur- 
prise, and a good deal of pleasure, I hope- 
Now go, and join me in the drawing-room as 
quickly as you can,' 

Although this brief interview had not 
given Maurice much information, he was 
relieved of the feeling of awkwardness with 
which he had looked forward to this visit, and 
was satisfied that by some means his father 
had got afiairs into order again for a time at 
least. He was, therefore, in the mood to 
enjoy himself ; and as the guests were with 
few exceptions old acquaintances, glad to see 
him, he was soon almost as happy in their 
midst as if there had been no dreary interval 
of banishment between this and their last 
meeting. His father had always been 
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notable as an excellent host, combining the 
tact of a woman in assorting the company 
with the genius of a diplomatist for making 
each guest display himself or herself to the 
best advantage. In his palmiest days he 
had never succeeded more thoroughly in 
entertaining his friends than on this occasion. 

In the drawing-room and in the dining- 
room Maurice's wonder grew : since writing 
that letter which had brought him home, his 
father must have found Aladdin's lamp, he 
thought ; and by-and-by he came to regard 
the guest of the evening, Colonel Cuthbert, 
as being intimately associated with the 
marvels he beheld. 

The Colonel was a quiet-lookiug gentle- 
man of average height and wiry frame. A 
large head, strongly marked, sun-tanned 
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features, dark eyes, and bushy iron-grey 
hair, whiskers, and moustache, were the 
chief characteristics of the outer man. His 
thin straight lips were indicative of firmness, 
and his whole appearance was that of one 
who speaks little and does much. Although 
somewhat reserved in manner with new 
acquaintances, he was always courteous, and 
those who were admitted to his friendship 
soon discovered that his nature was singularly 
gentle and simple. 

Long ago he had left his home, * under a 
cloud,' the gossips said. There was a 
woman in the case, of course, and hints of 
painful events and family disagreements. 
The story had been almost forgotten, but his 
reappearance in the neighbourhood of the 
scenes of his youth refreshed the memories^ 
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of the gossips, and absurd versions of the 
cause of his long absence were speedily 
in drculation* The delicate veil of mys* 
tery which hung over his past rendered 
him an object of interest to the more sym. 
pathetic sex, and of some curiosity to the 
men. 

Despite the difference of their years, 
Maurice and he immediately became fidends. 
They talked much together during the even- 
ing ; and before the Colonel took his leave 
it was arranged that Maurice should visit him 
on the following day at HoUyford. 

When good-bye had been said to the last 
guest, Mr. Calthorpe took his son's arm and 
drew a long breath of relief, although his 
face was radiant with satisfaction. 

' Thank Heaven that's over I Come along 
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with me to the library, where we can lay 
aside our company manners, and you can 
smoke. . . . You found Cuthbert agreeable, 
I hope ? ' he continued, as they crossed the 
haU. 

*I do not remember ever having met 
anybody with whom I became so intimate in 
^uch a short time/ 

' That is excellent ; and you will like 
him better the more you know him. He is 
a capital fellow.' 

This enthusiastic admiration of another 
man presented a phase of his father s cha- 
racter which Maurice could not remember 
ever having observed before. He had 
known him go into rhapsodies about a horse^ 
but never about a man. 

'He has certainly interested me very 
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much, I didn't know that you were old 
fiiends,' said Maurice, lighting his cigar. 

* Oh yes, I knew him very well in my 
salad days,' replied Mr. Calthorpe, as he 
seated himself in an easy chair by the hearth. 
' He was not so quiet then as he is now ; he 
had a lot of " go " in him, as you would say, 
and we all thought he would do something 
remarkable.' 

* And so he has, I imderstand.' 

* True, but he would have done a great 
deal more if he had not made a fool of him 
self to begin with. However, that's his 
afiair, and our own affairs are what we have 
to talk about to-night.' 

' I confess that I am more interested in 

« 

that subject, idr, than in Colonel Cuthbei t 

VOL. I. F 
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When I was coming here I was afraid 
that 

* That you would find me in a worse 
plight than when we parted. I dare say you 
think my lugubrious letter was all humbug 
— come, be quite frank with me.' 

' I should not be frank with you,' began 
Maurice, after a brief struggle to find words 
which should convey his meaning with the 
least chance of being misinterpreted, 'if I 
did not confess that I began to think you 
had written to me when you were in a 
depressed state of mind.' 

The father, with half-closed eyelids, 
scanned the pale, honest face of his son ; 
then, coolly : 

' Well, I suppose that was natural ; I had 
an attack of gout at the time, and as one 
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gets on in years that sort of thing does affect 
the humour in which we speak or write. 
Probably our best course will be for both of 
us to thank the gout, since it has brought us 
together/ 

* I am glad to be here,' was all Maiijice 
said. 

' Then, in the first place, let me try to 
put you at ease on one important subject. I 
have not the remotest design upon the 
entail/ 

*I was not thinking of that,' was the 
hasty remark, 

' Very likely not, but you would come to 
think of it soon if you were not assured that 
you might dismiss it from your mind. I 
wished you to be here' — ^the old man 
paused: there was no expression on his 

F 2 
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smooth fietce, no faltering in the tone of his 
voice, but there was a slight quiver of the 
eyeUds and a shortness of breathing which 
suggested that there was passing through his 
nund some deeper emotion than he cared to 
manifest. Then, dehberately : ' I wished you 
to be here, first, for your own sake ; next, 
because I wish to see you feirly established 
in the world, and because I saw my way to 
help you effectively/ 

' As you have put aside the one subject 
on which we might disagree, I shall be glad, 
su", to follow your counsel as far as it is in 
my power to do so.' 

*That is as much as to say, provided 
diat everything which I have to suggest is 
agreeable to you, I may expect obedience,' 
said Mr. Calthorpe. ' I should have thought 



I 
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that you would have shown something a 
little more like satisfaction in learning that I 
was able to help you than that implies. 
Stop ! — you need not express any gratitude 
just now ; there will be time enough for that 
by-and-by. I imderstand that you have not 
been very sucx^essful in your profession, so 
far?' 

' If you were to say that I have not had 
any success at all, you would be correct,' 
answered Maurice, shrugging his shoulders. 

' Ah, well, it takes a long time to make 
way at the bar ; and you know that I never 
thought you had the necessary qualifications 
for the profession.' 

' Yes ; but when I decided upon 
entering it, I thought only of chamber 
practice.' 
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* It was like you to choose the branch 
which is slowest of all in growth. And 
pray, what sort of an income do you make 
by this newspaper writing in which Arkwood 
tells me you are engaged ? ' 

'I manage to keep body and soul 
together, that is all — at present.' 

' And in the future ? ' 

At that question the man's eyes 
brightened for a moment, for he liked his 
work, and had had dreams of what he might 
do in literature ; but he knew that his 
father was thinking entirely of the practical 
side of the question, and wished to know the 
value of his dreams in cash. 

' The futiu^e would depend upon whether 
or not I had the special gifts necessary to 
distinguish myself as a journalist. In the 
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meanwhile, however, it enables me to wait 
until I shall have found favour in the eyes of 
attorneys, and I am content.' 

' Ah, my plan is a much better one than 
yours. You will no doubt think it is a 
commonplace one, but, at any rate, it is 
practicable, and will not only enable you to 
wait for clients, but to attract them. There 
is an if in it, however — if is very potent in 
everything we attempt/ 

'I do not think the if can be insur- 
mountable, since you say the plan is 
practicable.' 

' Yes, it is quite so, but only if it does 
not interfere with any previous engagement 
you may have made.' 

Mr. Calthorpe pronounced these words 
so slowly, and kept his eyes fixed so steadily 
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on his SOU, that the latter felt his cheeks 
grow hot, and the image of Lucy was 
flitting before his eyes. 

' You mean to suggest marriage/ he said 
brusquely. 

' Exactly. It is the simplest way of 
overcoming the obstacles to your advance- 
ment. Do you dislike the project, or is 
there anything to render it impossible for 
you to enter upon it ? ' 

* There is certainly nothing to render it 
impossible ; but I have ' 

' Not got engaged, I hope ? ' 

'No, but there is some one I hke 
too well to care about marrying any one 
else.' 

' Is she rich ? ' 

' Very poor ; but rich enough ' 
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* Yes, yes, I understand all that ; but 
you said that you were not engaged ? ' 

* I have not even told her of what I have 
been thinking.' 

Mr. Calthorpe drew a long breath of 
rehef, and smiled complacently. 

* Then there is no difficulty whatever on 
that score ; and as I am going to give you 
credit for some common sense, we can pro- 
ceed to business. This is our position ; all 
the mortgages on the property are now in 
the hands of one gentleman ; he has 
increased the amount originally advanced to 
me on condition that, if I do not redeem the 
property at the end of three years, I shall 
surrender it to him entirely, on the payment 
of a further sum agreed upon. You see, the 
bargain is a very fair one. The money I 
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have now in hand will enable us to live for 
three years comfortably in the position 
which becomes the Calthorpes of Calthorpe. 
Within that period I expect you to marry a 
lady whose fortune will enable you to hold 
the estates unburdened. Otherwise all that 
will remain to you of Calthorpe will be the 
poor entailed comer.' 

During this calm statement of the case 
Maurice was thinking of Lucy. He was 
perfectly aware of the advantages which his 
father was offering to him ; and his relations 

with Lucy were still of such a nature that 

« 

there was no probability of her suffering 
extreme misery if she should never see him 
again. But the very thought that she could 
lose him and not suffer stirred some spring 
of human perversity, and for the moment he 
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felt as if his life depended upon her. So 
there was a note of bitterness in his tone as 
he answered : 

' I am afraid I do not think your plan 
quite so practicable as you do. But perhaps 
you have completed the scheme, and have 
found a lady who possesses the requisite 
wealth, and is willing to accept such a 
husband as I should be under the circum- 
stances ? ' 

' I have thought of the lady, and believe 
that you may win her ; but you shall see 
that I am not going to wound either your 
self-respect or the respect which you ought 
to entertain for her. I do riot mean to tell 
you who she is.' 

'Not tell me who she is? Then how 
am I to know that when I am making my 
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lover-suit to order I am not blundering all 
the time ? ' 

Mr. Calthorpe tapped the points of the 
fingers of each hand together, smiling as if 
amused by his son's humour, and inwardly 
chuckling at his own adroitness. 

* I shall do my best to ]3revent the 
blunder ; but if you make it, I shall not 
attempt to interfere. I only ask that you 
will give up this passing fancy of yours for 
this lady who is unknown to me ; that you 
will take your place here, enjoying the 
society of my friends, maintaining your 
position as the heir of Calthorpe, and 
spending what time you please in the pursuit 
of your profession. With the one exception 
mentioned, I make no condition regarding 
yoiu: conduct. According to my view of 
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it, the arrangement is a very good one for 
you.' 

Maurice threw away the end of his cigar, 
and made a hasty movement towards the 
door ; but checking the impulse which the 
remembrance of Lucy inspired to leave the 
room in silence, he returned to the hearth. 

' I do not know how to answer you. I 
wish to be frank, and I know that if I were 
to speak as I feel at this moment you would 
call me a fool. Enough for the present, 
then, that I fully appreciate your kindness, 
and have no desire to pretend to undervalue 
the benefits which you offer me ; but this 
passing fancy, as you call it, has a stronger 
hold upon me than even I understood imtil 
you explained your wishes to me.' 

Mr. Calthorpe rose, and quietly rested 
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his hand on his son's shoulder. There was a 
serious expression on his face, and he looked 
much older than he had done during the 
whole of the evening. 

'My dear Mauribe/ he said earnestly, 
*most people think there is some gcxxl 
nature in me. You sometimes give me the 
impression that you think me too cynical 
and too selfish to be capable of under- 
standing the emotions which are stirring in 
you just now. That is a mistake : I can 
understand them, and I like you all the 
better for them. I do not ask you to give 
ine any answer either now or in the future ; 
I make no condition whatever ; I only ask 
you — to be my son.' 

Maurice was for a moment bewildered : 
it was impossible to doubt the sincerity of 
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his father's craving for sympathy ; and 
grasping the delicate hands spasmodically in 
his own, he said huskily : 

*I shall do what I can to please you, 
father.' 

He had not called him * father' for a 
long time now ; and in that moment the two 
men were drawn more closely together than 
they had ever been before. 
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IN A MIST. 



Early on the following morning Maurice 
received a letter from Colonel Cuthbert, 
stating that important business called him 
to London, and that he must therefore post- 
pone their meeting until his return a few 
days hence. 

Maurice was not sorry to find that he 
should have the day almost entirely to 
himself. The conversation with his father 
had disturbed him much, and he was 
anxious to think out the whole position 
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alone. During the night he had come to the 
conclusion that, whatever he might try to do 
to satisfy his father, he could not give up 
Lucy. Then there had come to him brave 
resolutions to force the hand of fortune by 
sheer dogged work. Men had done it 
before under much more difficult circum- 
stances, and surely he might do it too. 
There were other means of saving the estate 
besides the contemptible one of buying it 
back with a wife's portion. That he felt he 
could never do. 

Vague schemes occupied his mind all the 
morning, but none of them took definite 
shape. He only knew that thinking of her 
he was strong and confident of success. He 
longed to have some token from her hand to 
show that she was thinking of him ; but he 
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could not invent any excuse for writing to 
her without startling her by the deliberate 
declaration which he desired to make only 
when he was standing beside her. He was 
also anxious^ to let his &ther know the 
decision at which he had arrived, but de- 
layed doing so in order that he might be 
able at the same time to lay before him some 
plan of action which might offer reasonable 
prospect of redeeming the property. 

Mr. Calthorpe did not allude to the 
subject again : he took long walks and 
drives with his son, talkmg as if there never 
had been any breach between them, and 
discussing improvements of land and 
buildings with as much complacency as if 
his rent-roll were unencumbered. 

At the end of a week Maurice proposed 
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to go to London for a few days. To this 
Mr. Calthorpe raised no objection, but asked 
him first to arrange certain matters about 
the drainage of the home &rm. When that 
had been done, he discovered something else 
to detain Maurice ; and so it went on for 
another week. 

Colonel Cuthbert returned to Hollyford, 
and paid a hasty visit to his friends at 
Calthorpe. He had a private interview with 
Mr. Calthorpe, which apparently afforded 
that gentleman much pleasure. To Maurice 
the Colonel expressed his regret that he 
would not have the opportimity he had 
desired to cultivate his friendship, as he was 
leaving England on the following day, and 
would not return for at least a year. With- 
out understanding why, Maurice felt as if he 
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had lost an intimate friend, and the only one 
to whom he could have given his entire 
confidence regarding the matters which most 
disturbed him at present. 

That night he wrote to Lucy. It was a 
brief note, simply desiring that his room 
should be ready for him on the following 
Monday, and expressing a hope that every- 
body was quite well. A very cold and formal- 
looking note it appeared ; but the girl would 
have been sorry for him— or perhaps amused 
— ^if she had known how much it cost him 
to write in that apparently quiet manner. 
Every word was glowing with afiection in 
his eyes ; the simple name was like a star 
shining upon him as it was slowly formed 
under his pen ; and to him the commonplace 
* yours faithfully * had a meaning more 
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intense than all the terms of endearment 
which the dictionary contained. 

^ What a fool I am I ' he muttered, smiling 
at himself as he tenderly closed the envelope, 
' and how ridiculous she would think me if 
she could only read under the lines — would 
she?' 

He even hesitated to post this missive of 
mighty import, but only for an instant : the 
desire to hold communication with her, 
however trifling, was now uncontrollable. 
He watched for the answer with painful 
eagerness and impatience. 

Two days afterwards a box was brou^t 
from the station, addressed to ^ Maurice 
Esmond Calthorpe, Esquibe,' in a large 
sprawling hand, the ' Esquire ' being written 
in very large characters, as if to give it 
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special prominence. The box contained the 
books and other articles which he had left at 
his Camberwell lodgings. There was no 
letter in the box or accompanying it to 
explain how his address had been discovered, 
or why the things had been forwarded. 

Was this the answer to his note ? They 
had discovered his real name, and they were 
offended. The address had not been written 
by Lucy ; the feeble attempt at satire in the 
enlargement of the title ' Esquire ' was 
evidently the production of the patriot 
Teddy. If the latter had desired to keep 
Mr. Esmond away, he made a mistake. 

On the following day Maurice drove up 
to the door of Dan O'Bryan's shop. The 
shutters were up, the door was locked, and 
a bill intimated that this convenient shop 
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and house were to let. Maurice stood for 
a few moments looking in blank amazement 
at the tenantless dwelling : then he stepped 
into the greengrocer's next door, and sought 
information as to the whereabouts of the 
O'Bryans. 

'They've gone away, sir,' answered a 
little stout woman with a florid, good- 
natured face, as she weighed out a pound of 
potatoes for a ragged, unwashed girl, who 
was glaring at the new-comer. 

' When did they go ? ' 

' About five days since,' said the woman ; 
and then, looking at him with a shopkeeper's 
instinct, asked quickly, ' They ain't owing you 
anythink, are they ? Oh, lor, of course not — 
I sees. You're the young man as had the 
first floor. I ought to have known that it 
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was all square, because they was decent 
people, and paid up everything hon'rable.' 

' I have no doubt of that,' said Maurice 
hastily : ' but I am surprised that they should 
have gone away so suddenly. They had no 
thought of going when I saw them last, 
only three weeks ago. Did they leave any 
address ? ' 

* No ; they didn't say where they was 
goin' to, or what they was goin' to do. 
But Teddy — that was the son, you know, 
and always a queer chap he was — ^Teddy 
was lookin' mighty big, and talkin' about 
new gov'nors and new laws in a way that 
made one think he was fit for Bedlam. 
O'Bryan and his missus kept quiet, and I 
didn't see the girl Lucy — and a nice girl she 
was, sir, I says it — I didn't see her for I 
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dunno how long (here's your taters, my 
dear).' 

* And did Teddy give you no hint at all 
about where they were going to? did he 
speak of Ireland ? ' 

* Now you mention it, sir, he did speak 
about Ireland, and the rumpus that's goin' on 
there; and he spoke about Ameriky too. 
My belief is that it's Ameriky they were 
goin' to, but that's only my guess.' 

Maurice was unable to obtain further 
information ; even the potman at the ' Kent- 
ish Drovers,' the tap-room of which was a 
favourite haunt of Teddy and his poUtical 
conspirators, could tell him no more. He 
did not know any of the friends of the 
O'Bryans, and therefore his inquiries were 
brought to a dead stop when he had called 
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upon the neighbouring tradespeople. Know- 
ing O'Bryan's enthusiasm for the cause of 
Ireland, and Teddy's wild notions as to the 
means of righting all her wrongs, he could 
quite beheve that the old tailor and his 
&mily had gone to America on some Land 
League commission. He readily found an 
explanation of their silence to him in their 
discovery of the secret of his name. 

He returned to Calthorpe. His father 
received him without any expression of 
surprise at his speedy iseappearance, and in 
every way continued apparently to treat 
his comings and goings as ordinary matters 
of the day. He was, however, noting the 
changes in his son's mood with keen interest. 
He had seen the eager expression on his &ce 
when he started for London, correctly inter- 
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preted the gleam of hope that had been in 
his eyes when going, and half guessed the 
cause of the restlessness and depression 
which he displayed on his return. He 
was pleased to know that Maurice was in 
frequent communication with Arkwood, but 
he was mistaken in supposing that the sub- 
ject of the correspondence was entirely legal. 
Maurice had made Arkwood his con- 
fidant, and with his assistance had been 
endeavouring to trace the O'Bryans. He 
had endured some banter from his practical- 
minded friend as to the folly of thinking 
about love instead of law, but he had 
obtained the requisite assistance. The result 
was as futile as the inquiries he had made 
himself in Camberwell : he could leam 
nothing about Lucy. He still hoped that 
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one of the family would write to him — 
perhaps she would answer his letter. Even 
that hope was dispelled as time passed and no 
sign came from her. If he could only have 
learned that she wished to forget him, there 
would have been some satisfaction in proving 
his love by respecting the wish and ceasing 
his pursuit. There could be no prolonged 
hardship in doing that, he thought ; for, to 
his mind, love was a free gift, and not to be 
won by pleading. That was the love he 
sought ; and, whilst in doubt as to whether 
or not he had obtained it, he would still be 
haunted by the craving to find her. 

In this humour he visited Arkwood, and 
that gentleman gave a prompt and decisive 
answer: 

•There is only one way out of it, 
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Calthorpe. Take chambers and get into 
harness. There is nothing Uke hard work 
for clearing the head of all the nonsense 
woman puts into it. Treat it like a cold, 
with plenty of mustard and hot water. Try 
my cure.' 

Maurice did try it, without much success 
at first, beyond the satisfaction of knowing 
that he was gradually acquiring some respect 
amongst his friends in the Temple as a hard 
reader and an authority on precedents and 
decisions in the EoUs Court. Arkwood 
dubbed him 'The Temple Book of Ke- 
ference,' and his growing reputation obtained 
recognition in the direction most agreeable 
to him. At the end of a year he discovered 
that he had received fees amounting to 
nearly two hundred guineas, and that there 
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had been days during which he had not 
thought of Lucy. 

Her image came to him at intervals, but 
the face became more and more undefined 
as the mist of time thickened over it. Still, 

there were times when the glance of some 
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passing face, or the sound of a soft low voice, 
would bring back to him all the old yearning 
to see her. How long ago it seemed to be 
smce they had parted! Then he would 
wonder where she was, try to imagine what 
she might be doing at that moment, what 
she was like — something quite difierent from 
what he supposed, no doubt — and what would 
be their feelings towards each other if they 
were suddenly to meet. The memory was 
like that of a beautiful picture which one 
has seen in some out-of-the-way place long 
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ago, and has no expectation of ever seeing 
again. 

There was a quiet pleasure in dreaming 
a,bout the bright face, and in trying to pene- 
trate the mysteries of what might have 
happened had he found her after the recon- 
ciliation with his father. The thought of his 
father always recalled him from dreamland, 
and made him uneasily conscious of the lapse 
of time. 

He had done very little so far towards 
the accomplishment of the object on which 
the old man's heart was set; and the two 
years still remaining in which to accumulate 
the means wherewith to release the property 
were ridiculously inadequate for the purpose, 
calculating by his present rate of progress. 
Yet he was assured that, all things con- 
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sidered, his practice was very fair, and most 
promising. His father's plan did not com- 
mend itself to him now any more than when 
first mooted, but he was compelled to admit 
that it was still the most feasible one apparent. 
Mr. Calthorpe preserved silence on the 
subject. He saw that his son was favourably 
received in society, and believed that he 
might have paid his addresses to more than 
one woman of fortune with every prospect of 
acceptance. But he did not remind him by 
word or look of the day of reckoning which 
was drawing near, or of the means by which 
he expected it to be met : the means were 
to his mind the most convenient at command, 
and therefore the best. He found intense 
satisfaction in the belief that Maurice had 
given up the lady — whoever she might be — 

h2 
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to whom he had referred when the subject 
of marriage had been mentioned. Had that 
not been the case, Mr. Calthorpe was too 
confident of his own acumen to imagine 
that he would have failed to detect the signs 
of a continued correspondence. As it was, 
the growing interest evinced by Maurice 
in his profession afforded the best possible 
proof that there was no love affair distract- 
ing the barrister's mind. 

So Mr. Calthorpe was content to allow 
matters to glide on in their own way, and 
was secretly proud of the skill with which 
he managed his son, as well as certain of 
ultimate triumph. 
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THE DOPPEL-GANGER. 



A BRIGHT spring morning. The sunlight 
attracted a thick haze from the earth, and 
thrust it aside as soon as it rose, to form a 
bluish-cream background for the delicate 
pale green of the buds which gleamed on the 
hedgerows and the trees. The new vigour 
of the year inspired the toilers in the fields 
and by the waysides, and the sunlight made 
life glad. 

Maurice felt light of heart as he walked 
at a brisk pace along the main avenue of the 



104 A HEART'S PROBLEM. 

Earl's Park ; and when overtaken by his 
father, who was driving, declined to take a 
seat in the phaeton. 

'You had better join me,' said Mr. 
Calthorpe, ' or you will miss the opportunity 
of being amongst the first to show neigh- 
bourly respect to the people at Hollyford.' 

' What, has Cuthbert arrived ? ' 

' Yes, two days sooner than he expected. 
They have been travelling everywhere during 
the last eighteen months, and now they mean 
to settle down.' 

' They ? Has he brought a wife with him, 
then ? ' 

' Oh dear no ; it is his daughter who is 
with him. I have never seen her, but the 
Colonel says she is everything he could 
desire his child to be — ^in which case she 
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must be a paragon, for you know how care- 
ful he is of praise as well as of blame/ 

' You seem to have made up your mind 
to think her so, at any rate, sir.' 

' Well, yes ; I take his word for her 
goodness and beauty, and I know that she is 
an heiress — therefore I am ready to admire 
her,' answered Mr. Calthorpe frankly. ' I sup- 
pose you have no business of vital importance 
demanding your immediate attention, and so 
I do not see why you should deny Cuthbert 
the pleasure of seeing you — to say nothing 
of the pleasure to yourself of making the 
acquaintance of his daughter.' 

' Very well,' was the laughing response, 
' I shall go to see — ^the Colonel.' 

He knew that his father would not have 
been so desperately eager about his introduc- 
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tion to Miss Cuthbert if she had not been 
an only child and an heiress. Mr. Calthorpe 
smiled too, congratulating himself that he 
managed things admirably by openly ac- 
knowledging his interest in the Colonel's 
daughter. He was desirous that the young 
people should be brought together as early 
as possible under favourable conditions for 
each to make an agreeable impression on the 
other. There was no time like the present ; 
she was fresh from foreign travel, probably 
her heart glowing with anticipations of the 
pleasures of her new home, and ready to like 
anything and anybody associated with it and 
with her father. Maurice was now appa- 
rently heart-free, and the strain he had 
lately put upon himself being relaxed, he 
would be susceptible to the charms of a 
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handsome and intelligent woman. Frequent 
opportunities of meeting — which could be 
easily arranged without any appearance of 
' forcing ' — would do the rest. The whole 
course was beautifully simple and clear to 
the strategical eyes of Mr. Calthorpe. 

Maurice understood his father's calcula- 
tions, and consequently the prospect of an 
introduction to Miss Cuthbert was not such 
a strong inducement to visit Hollyford as it 
ought to have been to him. But he wished to 
see the Colonel ; and so he consoled him- 
self with the reflection that he was not 
bound to become a wooer : and besides, a 
woman might be lovable although she was 
an heiress, and a woman might love him 
although he was poor. He feared, however, 
that no such happy combination of circum- 
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stances would ever fall to his lot. Indeed, 
his position rendered it almost impossible; 
for the mere fact that a lady possessed a for- 
tmie reminded him too painfully that his 
attentions might be misinterpreted, and roused 
something like an unconscious prejudice 
against her. 

Hollyford House was a plain, substantial- 
looking building, which had been the resi- 
dence of a sturdy race of yeomen from the 
days of James I. There had been additions 
to the fabric, but the original portion re- 
mained unaltered. It had a good title to its 
name in the numerous holly trees which 
lined the grounds, and in the ford near the 
entrance gate. The grounds had been greatly 
improved by the Colonel's predecessor — a 
misanthropical bachelor with a taste for land- 
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scape gardening— and presented many pictiir. 
esque surprises of pathways leading through 
apparent wildernesses of untended shrubs 
and brushwood into careftdly cultured flower- 
gardens. Natiu'e had assisted art marvel- 
lously, and the artist had wisely allowed 
nature to have the best of it ; so that the 
grounds of HoUyford had obtained a whole 
page of immortality in the local guide-book. 
The Colonel had seen his friends ap- 
proaching, and was at the door to receive 
them — he had a liking for this old-fashioned 
act of coiuliesy. As he warmly shook hands 
with them, Maurice was struck by the change 
in his manner and appearance. The shadow 
of reserve which had been observable for- 
merly was gone : the lines of his face seemed 
to be softened ; there was the light of happi- 
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ness in his eyes, and the spring of youth in his 
movements. Contrasted with his former self, 
he was like a man who, after long walking 
in darkness, finds himself once more in clear 
daylight, and is inexpressibly joyous. 

'Why, you have gone back a quarter of 
a century,' exclaimed Mr. Calthorpe, with a 
look of complimentary envy. 'Here is no 
staid leader of men, but the wild gallant, 
Frank, I knew — how long ago ? ' 

' Upon my word, Calthorpe, I feel as if I 
had gone backwards,' answered the Colonel, 
smiling. ' I feel more youth in my veins 
now than I have felt for many a year. And 
I have good reason, as you shall both 
own when you come to know my daughter.' 

' You have so roused my curiosity re- 
garding her, that my only regret in the near 
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prospect of seeing her is that I am not a 
young fellow like Maurice there. Ah I those 
days are gone ; but if she can only do half 
as much for me as she has done for you, 
I shall be grateful.' 

' She will be pleased to see you, at any 
rate ; for she regards you as an old friend — 
and I may say almost as much for your son. 
Your letters kept us so well informed about 
your doings, that she said only the other day 
that she seemed to know you both. Come 
along ; she is in the library. I ought to tell 
you that she is very much inclined to be a 
blue-stocking, and it is hard work trying to 
keep her away from books.' 

Maiuice had been an interested listener 
to all this, and he had learned two things : 
first, that his father had been an unusually 
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good correspondent ; and ne:^t, that Miss 
Cuthbert was a young lady of a serious turn 
of mind. The latter discovery waa satisfac- 
tory, as there might be friendship without 
flirtation. 

On entering the library, Maiirice at the 
first glance thought it was unoccupied, but 
in response to the announcement made by 
the Colonel, * Here is Mr. Calthorpe, my dear, 
and here is his son,' a lady stepped towards 
them from behind a screen. She laid the 
book she had been reading on the table, and 
advancing to Mr. Calthorpe, told him simply 
how pleased she was to meet her father's old 
friend, of whom she had heard so much. 

As Mamice was by inference included in 
this salutation, he ought to have said some- 
thing in reply, but he only bowed, leaving 
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all the talking to his father. There was, 
indeed, Uttle necessity for him to speak, as 
Mr. Calthorpe, beginning with the usual 
commonplaces, continued the conversation as 
if subjects of mutual interest were inexhaust- 
ible, and the lady was apparently pleased to 
listen. The Colonel, observing this, gave his 
attention chiefly to Maurice, and in his own 
gaiety of heart did not observe the curious 
abstraction in the latter's manner. 

Maurice had a shy way of looking at 
women when first introduced, and as Miss 
Cuthbert's back was towards the window, he 
might have gone away without being able to 
tell whether she was well or ill-favoured in 
looks, had not something in the tone of her 
voice struck his ear like a stray bar of some 
famihar melody which he could not at once 
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completely recall. As he glanced at her 
occasionally something in her figure, too, 
reminded him of some one he had known. 
The dreamy wonder which these vague 
memories at first inspired rapidly developed 
into an eager desire to identify the voice and 
figure with those of that some one he seemed 
to have known long ago. His memory 
would not serve him ; but every time Miss 
Cuthbert spoke or moved he became more 
convinced of her resemblance to an old 
friend. By-and-by her face was turned to 
the window ; the sunlight fell full upon it. 
Then he understood. 

If by any power of magic it had been 
possible to transform the pretty sempstress 
of Camberwell into the beautiful heiress of 
Hollyford, then it was Lucy who stood 
before him ! 
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For a moment, indeed, he was so im- 
pressed by the resemblance, that he had 
ahnost spoken the name. He smiled at his 
own folly as he said to the Colonel : 

' If your daughter has thought of us as 
old friends, I have discovered in her the 
most extraordinary likeness to a young lady 
I knew some time ago.' 

'Indeed! I hope that will make your 
acquaintance the more pleasant. I must 
tell her. — Are you aware, Mabel, that you 
have a Doppel-ganger wandering about the 
world, and young Mr. Calthorpe has seen 
her?' 

Miss Cuthbert smiled, as if much amused 
and interested, her clear, soft eyes looking 
straight into those of Maurice. 

' 1 have heard of people having doubles, 

I 2 
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Mr. Calthorpe, and have been told that I 
enjoy the privilege of having another self. 
You must tell me about her : I am curious 
to know what sort of person she is/ 

However ridiculous the idea of associating 
Miss Cuthbert with Lucy might have been 
before, it became intensely so now, and he 
laughed again at himself; but underneath 
the laugh there was a deep yearning for the 
absent one. She seemed to be standing 
before him, with added graces and beauty, 
and yet she was so far away ! He had no 
difficulty now in distinguishing the two 
individualities; for whilst Miss Cuthbert 
seemed to be her exact counterpart, she had 
about her something that Lucy never could 
have had — the atmosphere of strangeness. 

'The resemblance is so remarkable, Miss 
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Cuthbert, that I believe if my friend were 
beside you, and dressed in the same way, 
you would yourself fancy that you were 
looking in a mirror/ 

' You almost frighten me. I hope she is 
an agreeable lady — ^but perhaps I am too 
hasty : does she hve ? ' 

' I believe so — ^I hope so,' he said, with 
more warmth than he intended to display ; 
then quietly : * but unfortunately I have not 
seen her for a long time.' 

' Nor heard about her ? ' queried Miss 
Cuthbert with increasing interest. 

' Nor heard of her.' His voice was low, 
and there was a dreamy look in his eyes ; he 
was gazing at Miss Cuthbert and speaking to 
her, but it was Lucy he saw. ' She belonged 
to a somewhat droll family ; they suddenly 
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left the place in which they lived when I 
knew them, and I have never obtained any 
clue to their whereabouts.' 

' I suppose you were not so deeply 
interested as to make particular inquiries 
about the fate of my double ? — I warned you 
that I was curious.' 

' Oh, he knew the lady only for a very 
short time/ broke in Mr. Calthorpe senior. 
He thought the conversation was trenching 
on dangerous ground, and was eager to 
interrupt it. ' And he has been too busy to 
think much about the friends he refers to. 
You see, Miss Cuthbert, when we are out in 
the world we frequently meet people whom 
we should like to retain as friends, lose 
sight of them, and forget all about them 
until some slight incident or trifling resem- 
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blance reminds us that such people have 
existed. It is a very common experience.' 

' Of course, people must learn to forget,' 
said Miss Cuthbert gaily, adding with mock 
horror : ' What a dreadful state of mind we 
should be in if we remembered everybody ! ' 

At this there was one of those laughs 
which serve to fill up a gap in conversation 
if nothing else. Then Mr. Calthorpe, 
beheving that he had effectually diverted 
Miss Cuthbert's thoughts from the subject of 
Maurice's lost friend, whose memory had so 
inopportunely obtruded itself, resolved to 
take a bolder step than he had meditated 
doing at this first interview. He suggested 
to the Colonel that they should leave the 
young people to entertain each other whilst 
they settled some business matters. 
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' You are fond of books, I understand/ 
said Maurice, when they were left alone. 

*I cannot pretend to be much of a 
reader,' was the answer, with an air of 
indifference. * To tell the truth, I like those 
books best which send me to sleep soonest.' 

' Have you no favourite authors ? ' 

'I cannot say that I have. I like a 
novel sometimes, but I cannot bear poetry 
or history, or any of those learned things 
that ladies are making such a fuss about just 
now, except in the way I have told you.' 

Maurice was for a moment doubtful 
whether or not she was serious, and she 
laughed at his surprise as she went on : 

' I am afraid you will think I have very 
bad taste, Mr. Calthorpe ; but you know we 
cannot all be bookworms. I like an active 
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life — ^parties, dances, theatres, and any place 
where I can meet amusing people. And 
since I am making my confession, let me 
shock you still further — ^yoimg as I am, I 
have learned to like a good dinner.' 

' You are surely laughing at me. Miss 
Cuthbert,' said Maurice, more and more 
perplexed that one so like Lucy in person 
should be so unlike her in mind. 

' Why should you think so ? From your 
father's letters I .know your tastes, and might 
easily have won your good opinion by pre- 
tending to care for things which are 
indifferent to me. But as my father has 
talked so much about you and Mr. Calthorpe 
that I know we shall meet frequently, I 
prefer to let you know at once what a very 
ordinary person 1 am,' 
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Maurice found the position extremely 

awkward ; under ordinary circumstances, he 

could easily have turned the conversation 

with one of the stock compliments which are 

at everybody's command. But he could not 

do this with her ; for be she as frivolous as 

she represented herself, and as indifferent 

to all intellectual pleasures as she pretended 

to be, there was still to him the halo of 

Lucy's memory surrounding her. That 

alone lifted her above ordinary women. 

There was evidently, too, a playful exaggera- 
tion in the account she gave of herself, 

which left him free to imagine anything he 
pleased about her. 

Before they parted that day he had 
forgotten that she was an heiress. 
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Miss Cuthbert went to her own room. 
In a very deliberate way she placed her desk 
on a little table in the window recess, and 
seated herself before it. The window over- 
looked the most beautiful part of the 
grounds, and beyond was a long stretch of 
undulating country, like a huge map; 
hedgerows, trees, and at long intervals 
houses, forming the hues and landmarks. 

There was a curious expression on the 
girl's face as she gazed vacantly over the 
green meadows : it was one of sadness, 
which although subdued was still poignant 
enough to stir the heart with bitterness. 
Then there came a slight smile of pity, 
suggesting that all her suffering was vica- 
rious. She took a pen and wrote : 
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'My poor Lucy, — ^You are not indeed 
forgotten, but you are remembered only as 
one of those whose acquaintance was very 
pleasant whilst it lasted, very nice to think 
about when accidentally recalled to mind, 
and nothing more. 

* I have met the man ; and if he is not 
already my lover, he is ready to become so 
on the slightest encouragement from me. 

' You will say that this is cruel to you, as 
well as vain and presumptuous on my part. 
I wish to be cruel ! and I am neither vain 
nor presumptuous in what I say. You have 
concealed nothing from me; I believe that 
you have laid bare your heart to me, and 
that I know its secrets as well as I know my 
own. I loish to be cruel, because I wish to 
teach you, if not to forget him, at least to 
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cease to love him. How can I do that 
better than by proving to you how greatly 
you misunderstood the nature of his thoughts 
about you, and by showing you how foolish 
you were in giving to him such a love as I 
know yours to be ? 

' I own that he is good-looking, that he 
interests me, and that if I had not known 
your story he might have attracted more 
regard from me than any one else I have yet 
met. But in my eyes everything likeable about 
him is destroyed by the reflection that, 
although he might speak readily enough to 
me^ he discreetly controlled his tongue to 
you whilst making you believe he loved you. 
I do not blame you so much now as I did at 
one time for the mistake you made ; but 1 
shall never be able to tell you in words 
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strong enough to convey my feeling of 
indignation at your folly in persisting in 
caring for him. Did he not come to you 
under a false name ? Did he not in every 
way appear to think of you as his equal ? 
Did he ever by word or look give you any 
warning that you should not love him ? Did 
he not in everything except in absolute 
words give you reason to beheve that he was 
coming back to openly declare his love ? 

'He deceived you Perhaps he 

deceived himself, and mistook a passing 
fancy for what you unhappily believed it to 
be. Perhaps I blame him too much, but I am 
writing just after our first meeting, and can- 
not help myself, thinking of you. ... I 
shall write more by-and-by. 
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'I am quiet now, and can write with 
more ease. That does not mean that I 
intend to measure my words or deliberate 
upon them. I would like to set them down 
just as they come to me, let them be ever so 
unkind or wicked. 

' It was well that I was prepared to meet 
him, for the sight of one who was — I am 
afraid to think that it would be right to say 
is — so dear to you, tried me very much. 
But I did control myself and conceal my 
knowledge of the past. Of course he dis- 
covered my resemblance to you, and spoke 
of it. Had he seen me a few months ago, 
he would have discovered a still closer 
likeness ; he might even have thought that I 
was the Lucy Smith he had known in 
Camberwell. But I have changed much 
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even within the last few weeks. My father 
tells me that the colour is beginning to 
return to my face, and that he thinks I am 
getting stout ! But the change which I 
notice most myself is a kind of hard feeling 
which I cannot quite understand ; it makes 
me ready to be cruel, and especially to you. 
I feel that I want to hurt somebody. 
Except my father, I care for no one. 

' I suppose it was this feeUng which 
enabled me to be so cool when Mr. Esmond 
Calthorpe spoke to me; my self-possession 
blinded him completely. He had not the 
slightest idea that I knew anything regarding 
you, or what had passed between you. We 
talked about you — I, quite gaily ; and he, 
just as anybody else would who was amused 
at the curiosity I showed in questioning him 
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about his Mend. I must own that sometunes 
there seemed to be a grave look in his eyes, 
and although they were staring straight at 
me, he did not seem to see me, but some- 
body through me. Twice this gave me a 
most uneasy sensation ; but a slight laugh or 
a dull joke was enough to clear away that 
strange expression. 

'Having found me your counterpart 
outwardly, he wanted to make out how far I 
resembled you in other ways. He asked me 
about books, and all the things he knew you 
were fond of; and I saw that he was 
shocked to find that our tastes were quite 
different. If I had humoured him in this 
respect, as I might easily have done, I do 
believe he never would have given another 
thought to you. Vanity, vanity, you will 
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say, but I do not think it is. I shall know 
better when he comes again, and I know 
that he will come soon. He said that he 
wished to become my friend, and he was in 
earnest. Indeed, I cannot help owning that 
I liked the honest way in which he said this, 
without making any apologies for expressing 
such a wish when he had only seen me once. 
He will come soon. 

'I thought I was quite calm, but I am 
still agitated. I do not know what is the 
matter with me, except that I am angry with 
you. Perhaps it may soothe you a Uttle if I 
tell you that on reflection I think there was 
an excess of harshness in the way in which I 
spoke of him when I began to write. It is 
possible that I have not made allowance 
enough for him. There may be something 
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in his position which would explain all his 
neglect of you. 

'Do not think that I am changing my 
mind. I may learn to pardon him, but I 
can never forgive him. That hard cruel 
feeling is very strong within me when I 
think of him.' 
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PHANTASIES. 



Mb. Arkwood allowed his cigar to go out. 
That was a remarkable circumstance, for he 
had a special respect for his cigar — it might 
almost be called a species of reverence ; and 
when he sat down to smoke one he gave it 
his whole attention. He fondled it, as it 
were, between his fingers, watched that it 
burnt evenly, admired the graceful wreaths 
of the smoke as they ascended, dreamily 
inhaled its perfume, and allowed the flavour, 
to linger in his mouth with the same relish 
as that experienced by an Epicurean wine- 
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bibber in sipping his favourite vintage. The 
cause of his present phenomenal conduct was 
partly the contents ' of a sheet of blue 
foolscap which he held in his hand, and 
partly something relating to his companion 
who was seated opposite, apparently quite 
unconscious of having any share in disturbing 
his equanimity. 

The scene was Arkwood's chambers in 
Fig-tree Court ; time, afternoon ; a sub- 
stantial lunch over, and Arkwood and 
Maurice had settled down to give their 
digestion fair play. 

'What in the name of heaven is this 
rubbish you have given me ? ' inquired 
Arkwood at length. ' I asked you for the 
precedents you were . to find for me in the 
case of Howler and Growler, and you give 
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me a paper on which the result of your 
researches appears to begin with the 
recondite question, '*Is there any truth in 
Psychic Force ? " And that is followed 
by the equally abstruse conundrum : " Can 
the same form exist vivified by a totally 
different soul ? " This is not the first of 
April, Calthorpe, and I don't see why you 
should play a joke on me just now.' 

Maurice flushed, looked very much put 
out, and made a feeble effort to put the 
matter aside with a laugh. 

* An accident, Arkwood : that is a scrap 
of paper I was scribbling upon last night 
when I was mooniog, and in my hurry when 
coming away this morning it must have got 
mixed up with your papers. Queer that it 
should be the first you took out.' 
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' Very,' was the dry response, thrusting 
the papers away and lighting another cigar. 
' I wonder what would have happened to 
you if this had fallen into the hands of some 
decent, steady-going attorney.' 

' Euin, absolute ruin. I might then 
indeed have said farewell to law and the 
prospective woolsack.' 

Arkwood was apparently resolved not 
to have his attention distracted from his 
second cigar ; but although he nursed it ten- 
derly, it was evident that another subject 
had forced itself upon his thoughts, and was 
making a good fight for the entire control of 
them. He remained silent for a little while, 
Maurice smoking fast and swinging one foot 
carelessly, as if to show that the subject of 
Psychic Force and the possibility of other 
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people's souls existing in other people's 
bodies had quite passed from his mind. At 
length, Arkwood, slowly : 

* I had no intention of looking at the 
papers when I opened the packet just now. 
I only wanted to see if there was much for 
me to read. By the way, that is one of 
your failings, old fellow : you go in for too 
much detail. When this sheet came out, 
good boy, thought I, he has made a pricis 
for me, and it was rather startling to have 
such things as that flung in one's face.' 

' Never mind it. You will find the rest 
aU right !' 

* I would not mind it, but laugh at the 
accident, and thank your stars that I was 
the only one who knew what an unmitigated 
fool you can be when you get into one of 
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your mooning fits, as you call them. But 
you have bothered me a good deal lately, 
and this sets me thinking.' 

* Nothing very dreadful, I hope ' (still 
affecting to treat the matter lightly). 

* I don't know. Some people may think 
softening of the brain of no consequence, as 
it is such a common malady nowadays ; but 
it's an awkward affair for a professional man, 
if people happen to find it out.' 

* It is not so bad as that yet ! ' exclaimed 
Maurice, with a real laugh this time at 
Arkwood's serious manner. 

' Well, you have been forcibly reminding 
me of the days when you were in such an 
unreasonable state about the girl you met in 
your Camberwell lodgings. In fact, }ou 
have been displaying all the marked 
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symptoms of love-sickness in an exaggerated 
degree — you have a capacity for taking that 
thing very bad. I wonder why there is 
no compulsory vaccination act for the 
troublesome disease/ 

* Because it is unnecessary, I suppose. I 
don't believe even you escaped calf-love.' 

* Possibly not ; but you must have done 
so, and that accounts for the severity with 
which the cow-love attacks you. Come, 
make a clean breast of it : have you caught 
it again ? ' 

' No, not exactly.' 

' That means desperately bad. Tliere is 
so much of the hermit-crab style of 
gymnastics in this love business, that I have 
no doubt Miss Smith having jumped out of 
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the shell your heart, some one else has 
jumped into it.' 

* No, no other form has taken her place.' 
Maurice rose, walked to the window, and 

looked through the dust-stained glass into 
the dull grey court, where the busy figures 
below seemed to his dreamy eyes like ghosts 
in a hurry. 

* What then ? You may as well speak 
out, for I know that there is something in 
the wind. I helped you before, and may do 
it again with my sage coimsel or scathing 
chaff as the case may demand.' 

* I wish I could tell you, Arkwood, but 
I cannot realise the thiug myself.' 

' Have a shy at putting the case plainly 
to me, then, and maybe in the effort you 
will get at it yourself. I have often known 
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a man "^ho did not understand his case until 
lie began to plead. Go on.' 

After a pause, and without looking 
round, Maurice : 

' You know Miss Cuthbert ? ' 

' Perfectly — that is to say, as perfectly as 
any man can expect to know a young lady 
of our day. The study is rarely an abstruse 
one. Let me see. I have taken her down 
to dinner several times, walked with her 
twice and waltzed with her once — oppor- 
tunity enough to enable any man of average 
intelligence to understand any woman of 
ordinary mould. Sum total : .she is very 
handsome, rather clever, cursed with a 
vulgar hankering after people with handles 
to their names, and decidedly fast. I don't 
think much of her ; but if she is the new 
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goddess — ^well, she is a good bargain as 
girls go/ 

' You do not understand her at all/ mut- 
tered Maurice, with an impatient twitch of 
the shoulders. 

' And of course you do. That's a 
comfort, and I should like to have a sketch 
of her from your point of view, if she is the 
cause of your present disturbance.' 

* There is no chance of my being able to 
tell you anything if you continue this banter. 
And yet I can scarcely ask you to be serious, 
for I know that the affair is so insane that, 
were it told to me about some one else, I too 
should chaff, or become alarmed for the 
health of my friend's wits. There ! we had 
better say nothing more about it. Pass the 
claret. Are you engaged this evening ? ' 
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* No, nor this afternoon : why ? ' 

* I was going to propose that we should 
go to the theatre, or somewhere.' 

' We can arrange about that by-and-by,' 
said Arkwood quietly, rolling his cigar 
between his fingers. 'Meanwhile, we are 
to have this talk out, and you are to let me 
into the secret of your lunacy. You know 
that I can be serious when I know that you 
are in earnest, although I may consider your 
earnestness so much good nervous energy 
expended in a wrong direction.' 

* Upon my word I believe it is,' exclaimed 
Maurice, with the air and tone of a man who 
is sorry for somebody he despairs of rescuing 
from an impending fate. 'But the whole 
thing is so real to me, and yet so vague, that 
it utterly bewilders me.' 
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* Begin at the beginning ; imagine your- 
self pleading for a client, and, never fear, 
you will come out of it clear enough.' 

*It begins with Miss Cuthbert, then. 
What you have said of her is correct so far 
as regards one side of her character, and it is 
the side which she appears to think the best 
to show me. At times she does say and do 
things which I should consider fast if they 
were not said and done by her.' 

*The eyes of a lover, you know, are 
famous for seeing beauty even in defects.' 

' But there is the droll part of it — ^I am 
not her lover.' 

' You have been a good deal at HoUyford 
during the last three months,' said Arkwood 
significantly. 

* Yes, and am likely to be there as often 
during the next three months.' 
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* Which plainly shows that you care 
nothing at all about Miss Cuthbert/ 

* You are bantering again. I am serious. 
I do care for her, but not in the way you 
think. We are friends, and there, is no 
thought on either side of our becoming any- 
thing more. Yet I long to be in her 
presence as ardently as any lover could. 
Her voice is pleasing to me even when she is 
uttering the most ordinary phrases ; her face 
and form are in my eyes perfection, and 
every gesture is full of grace.' 

' Bravo ! A most friendly description of 
a lady by an ardent young gentleman who is 
not her lover. I should be inclined to say 
that my first opinion is correct — you are 
desperately smitten.' 

* No, for whilst I am looking at her, it is 

l2 
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not her I see ; whilst I am listening to her, 
it is not her voice I hear. Form and 
voice belong to another ; only the thoughts 
belong to her, and I do not heed them.' 

* You puzzle me ; and if it were not for 
your manner, I should fancy that you were 
joking. How can you have such a strong 
liking for her without regarding her with 
much deeper feelings than those of 
friendship ? ' 

* I knew you would take the usual view 
of the case. She is handsome and an 
heiress. I am poor, but eligible in some 
respects, and therefore want to marry her. 
I tell you no such thought has ever entered 
my mind. My feelings for her are those 
of a poor man who falls in love with a 
painting which he never dreams of possessing. 



PHANTASIES. 149 

Why I crave to be near her is because she is 
the Hving portrait of one who still holds my 
heart/ 

* Do you mean Lucy Smith ? ' 

*Yes; all the time I am with Miss 
Cuthbert it is Lucy I am thinking about ; it 
is Lucy's hand which seems to touch mine ; 
and that alone gives her the power of 
fascination she possesses over me, and at the 
same time banishes every thought of any 
other relationship than that of a friend/ 

* It seems to me that you are playing the. 
part of a sort of modem Pygmalion, only 
you have found your Galatea ready-made of 
good flesh and bone, and I do not see how 
you can avoid transferring your affections 
from the absent one to her very substantial 
present shadow.* 
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' The two are very distinct in my own 
mind when I am not beside Miss Cuthbert ; 
but when I am beside her I can only dis- 
tinguish Lucy, and yet I am somehow aware 
who it is I am addressing, so as to observe 
the necessary formalities. Can you solve 
the problem ? ' 

' No, it is much too hard a nut for me to 
crack,' said Arkwood, smiling quietly ; ' and 
I see it is not a case in which you require 
my assistance. You w^ll find the answer 
yourself by marrying her some day.' 

' Impossible,' was the decisive response. 

'Nothing of the kind. You cannot go 
on loving a shadow in such a very pretty 

and substantial form as Miss Cuthbert 

more especially if she happens to think about 
you at all.' 
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'There is no danger of that,' said 
Maurice, shrugging his shoulders ; * for I 
have never felt myself so awkward in 
anyone's presence as in hers, and I know 
what a very poor figure I must cut in her 
eyes under such circumstances. But I do 
not wish to be otherwise.' 

'Ex-act-ly;' and Mr. Arkwood empha- 
sised each syllable, looking at Maurice the 
while with a curious twinkle in his eyes. 
' You do not wish it to be otherwise, and yet 
you have thought about it, or else you could 
not know that you did not wish it. The 
symptoms are very marked indeed.' 

* You are mistaken, Arkwood ; I am not 
deceiving myself in this matter, and when I 
become aware of any change in my feelings 
I shall certainly cease to visit Hollyford.' 
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' And what might she think of that ? 

' She ! — ^It never occurred to me that she 
would think about it at all. Probably she 
would be glad enough to have seen the last 
of a tiresome visitor/ 

'But she does not think you tiresome; 
in fact, she is rather interested in you, and I 
know it, for she told me so herself.' 

' The interest can be nothing more than 
that which she might take in anyone who 
was intimate with her father.' 

'Something more than that, I am certain. 
Understand, I don't say she's in love with 
you ; only that she is interested in you. 
She knew that you and I were a good deal 
together, and before I suspected that she had 
any special place in your thoughts the fact 
that she took every opportunity of question- 
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ing me about you set me a-thinking. She 
did it very cleverly, and without the least 
shade of mere inquisitiveness. Any one 
who had a kindly regard for you might have 
asked the same questions, and would have 
received the same answers ; but any one 
would not have so persistently turned the 
conversation upon the same subject. I am 
not ambitious to shine as a talker, especially 
with women, but I cannot say that I felt 
flattered when I discovered that the only 
way to obtain her attention was to talk 
about you. My word for it, you have only 
to go in and conquer. There! I did not 
mean to say this to you, but nonsense begets 
nonsense, and so you have made me. commit 
what might be almost called a breach of con- 
fidence. On my soul, you look so gloomy 
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just now, that I wonder such a bright clear- 
sighted creature as she is, would bother her 
head for a moment about such a morbid 
slow-witted fellow as you are/ 

Maurice got up and paced the floor with 
a dull expression on his face and an inward 
look in his eyes. Presently he halted before 
Arkwood who sat silently smoking and 
watching him. . 

' K I felt, sure that your conviction was 
correct, I should feel satisfied that you had 
said enough to make me find reasons for an 
immediate journey to Jericho — that being 
the limbo to which troublesome people are 
usually consigned. But the trip will not be 
necessary, for I know the lady has too much 
sense to care about me or to misunderstand 
me. And I cannot love her.' 
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' Prove it then/ said Arkwood. 

' In any way you please/ 

' The test is an easy one. We shall be 
together all the evening, we shall have no 
companions, and during the whole of the 
time you must not refer to the subject, and 
you must show me by your conduct that you 
are not thinking about it' 

' The first part of the test is easy enough ; 
the second is somewhat difficult, for whilst 
my thoughts were formerly entirely of an- 
other, you have now given me cause to think 
about her.' 

* I shall be lenient as to your thoughts, 
then ; but I shall have no doubt as to the 
real state of the case if I catch you tripping 
in your speech. Now, then: that bargain 
is signed, sealed, and delivered. Let us take 
a walk.' 
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CHAPTER Vn. 



will-o'-the-wisp. 



HoLLTFORD had become once more a living 
place in the county. Colonel Cuthbert and 
his daughter had settled down so rapidly in 
their home, that it seemed as if they had 
been there all their hves. He delighted in 
the customary occupations of an active 
country gentleman, and Miss Cuthbert, in 
spite of the frivolous disposition which she 
attempted to make Maurice believe to be 
her real one, showed in every way that she 
was capable of discharging the duties incum- 
bent upon her. 



i6o A HEARTS PROBLEM. 

She certainly did appear to be fond of 
gaiety, and Hollyford was earning the 
reputation of being one of the most 
hospitable of houses, one where the most 
pleasant people were to be met with, and 
therefore one of those to which it was most 
desirable to be invited. There was not a 
man, old or young, who did not speak of 
Miss Cuthbert as the most charming of girls ; 
and there was not a lady who did not think 
the Colonel ' quite a dear,' and very far 
from being beyond the pale of matrimonial 
speculation. All the gossip about his past 
life, which had been awakened by his re- 
appearance two years ago, had already sunk 
far below the surface of current topics. The 
few who remembered anything about the 
past only referred to it at rare intervals, 
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when their memories were stirred by some 
passing word or incident. After all, our 
good and evil deeds, are of much les>8 per- 
manent interest to other people than we in 
our vanity are apt to imagine. Of course 
there had been a little shyness at first on the 
part of some people, but curiosity is an 
excellent magnet, and the fine nature of the 
Colonel speedily overcame all doubts which 
might have been entertained as to the pro- 
priety of replacing his name on their visiting 
list. 

Throughout this early period the Cal- 
thorpes were his most frequent guests, and 
he was more at Calthorpe than at any other 
house. He liked his old friend, notwith- 
standing his failings — better known, perhaps, 
to him than to anyone else ; and the kindly 
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feelings which his friend's son had awakened 
when he first saw him increased as their 
intimacy ripened. Latterly, indeed, when 
together, the Colonel and Maurice might have 
been taken for comrades of equal age. 

Mr. Calthorpe was delighted ; closed his 
eyes and smiled complacently ; his plans 
were prospering beyond his fondest expecta- 
tions, and he had nothing to do now but to 
leave matters to take their own course. 

He was rudely startled from this state of 
beatitude about a week after that conversa- 
tion between his son and Arkwood. 

Invitations had been issued for a larger 
gathering than usual at HoUyford, the 
occasion being (although the fact was not 
generally known) Miss Cuthbert's birthday. 
But Maurice knew it, and was to have been 
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present. At the last moment, however, a 
telegram brought the intelligence that he 
was unexpectedly detained in London. The 
Colonel was much disappointed ; Mr. Cal- 
thorpe was in dismay, which he endeavoured 
to conceal by looking very wise and nodding 
his head slowly, as if to suggest that he was 
not surprised, although he was not at liberty 
to enter into an explanation. 

* He has a very serious affair in hand, 
and no doubt that is the cause of his 
detention. You know how very anxious he 
is to make way in his profession.' 

He looked as if he believed it, but he 
was made uncomfortable by the idea which 
flashed upon him that Maurice had by tnis 
one act lost all the favour he had gained in 
Miss Cuthbert's eyes. 

M 2 
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* How unfortunate ! ' she said, scarcely 
pausing in her conversation with Sir 
Frederick Powell, the young baronet of 
Woodstow. 

The latter gentleman became a source of 
anxiety lo Mr. Calthorpe, for he sat beside 
the heiress at dinner, and lingered near her 
in the drawing-room. 

*A dangerous rival for Maurice,' Mr. 
Calthorpe reflected as he observed them; 
' and she is gracious to him, certainly. A 
smart looking fellow, too — not much in him, 
but fortunate in his tailor. That's some- 
thing — tailors and dressmakers have more 
to do with love than they get credit for. 
She seems to be in a particularly good 
humour to-night. She does not miss him. 
What an idiot he is not to be here ! ' 
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With all his fears that his fine-laid 
schemes might turn awry, he was obliged to 
own that Miss Cutlibert appeared to be only 
as happy as a girl of her years ought to be 
under the circumstances, and that there was 
no reason why there should be any shade 
cast upon her by the absence of one who, if he 
were a lover at all, was so lukewarm as to 
stay away on such an occasion. Still the 
old man's hopes, which had been so high 
that morning, were set down many pegs that 
night. He, however, possessed that in 
estimable blessing — perfect confidence in 
himself; it had carried him through so many 
crises, that the probabiUties were in favour 
of its carrying him through this one, which 
he regarded as the greatest of them all. He 
slept well, and it is marvellous how pale the 
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gloomiest shadows appear after a good sleep. 
He made an excellent breakfast, and was 
glancing over the 'Times,' meditating at 
intervals as to the most effective mode of 
quickening Maurice in his love-making, 
when that gentleman himself appeared. 

* Why did you not come last night ? ' he 
inquired casually, as if he laid no particular 
stress on the circumstance. ' You missed 
a pleasant evening, and disappointed 
Cuthbert.' 

* He'll not be sorry when he learns that 
it was his business which detained me in 
town. We have settled that Chancery suit ; 
his cousin withdraws, so the case is closed on 
the terms proposed by the Colonel.' 

Mr. Calthorpe was happy again ; fortune 
was on his side still. 



\. 
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* It really was business, then ? That will 
be capital news for Cuthbert, for I know he 
had a special dread of that action, as it 
would have uncovered so many old scars. 
He missed you last night, but I suppose 
you would rather his daughter had 
done so.' 

* She was doubtless better occupied than 
in thinking about me.' 

*She was; and, if I am not mistaken, 
you will soon have no particular place in her 
thoughts at all.' 

' I suppose you mean that she is likely 
to become engaged ? ' said Maurice thought- 
fully. 

*A girl like her is sure to have many 
opportunities of becoming so. Are you 
quite indifferent on that score *i ' 
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Maurice was silent for a moment, and 
although the father scanned his face eageriy, 
he was unable to discover any signs of 
anxiety. 

' Not indifferent, sir ; but I shall answer 
you more satisfactorily when I return from 
Hollyford. I am going there at once, to 
give the Colonel particulars of yesterday's 
proceedings, and I shall of course see Miss 
Cuthbert/ 

* Glad to hear that ; don't let me detain 
you. I had no idea that you were so much 
interested in the matter. You will find 
Cuthbert is your friend.' 

Mr. Calthorpe was much more eager to 
hasten the departure of Maurice than the 
latter was to go. To the father this visit 
meant the decision of a question of vital 
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importance to them all ; the son knew that 
in anv case the decision could not be a 
satisfactory one. 

The glorious sunshine was not in keeping 
with the curiously disturbed state of the 
man's mind as he rode towards HoUyford. 
He wished to put the nature of his relation- 
ship to Mabel Cuthbert to the test, and yet 
he shrank from it. 

The Colonel was at home, and if Maurice 
had been a stranger he would have been 
surprised or amused, or both, when the 
servant informed him that he was to conduct 
him to ' the wilderness.' But he knew that 
this was the favourite retreat of the Colonel 
and his daughter, and proceeded thither 
unattended. Passing through what was a 
fair representation on a small scale of a 
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jungle, he entered a green glade, at one end 
of which, to gratify his daughter. Colonel 
Cuthbert had erected a duplicate of the 
bungalow he had occupied in India, with all 
the accessories of punkahs, lounges, and 
hammocks. The bungalow stood on a green 
terrace, and in the semicircle of shrubbery 
and trees which it commanded, spaces had 
been cut affording glimpses of varying 
landscapes. This was what Miss Cuthbert 
called her picture-gallery, and in all 
weathers she was fond of enjoying its 
beauties, either alone or in the company of 
her father. Besides the natural pictures thus 
always before her, she had a large palm- 
house full of tropical plants, to aid her 
imagination in realising what her father's 
home in India had been like. 
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Maurice passed out of the shadow of the 
jungle into the sunlight, which fell full upon 
the bungalow and the green terrace. As he 
approached, the Colonel was assisting Mabel 
out of a hammock in which she had been 
resting, and as he ascended the slope she was 
standing on the terrace, holding out her 
hand. . In the hght her fair hair shone like 
gold, and something in the face dazzled 
Maurice's eyes, as if he had been trying to 
look straight at the sun. 

' Welcome, renegade ! ' she said merrily ; 
* you have been tried by court-martial, and 
condemned to severe punishment for your 
desertion last night.' 

'I am afraid 1 shall be a frequent 
offender if the judgment of the court is to be 
so agreeably communicated to me. I am 
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the only loser by my desertion last night, 
and I believe the Colonel himself will act as 
comisel for my defence. These papers, sir, 
will explain my absence ; and I have only to 
say that your cousin has given his unquahfied 
assent to all your proposals.' 

The Colonel grasped his hand warmly, 
and there was evidently some agitation 
underlying the pleasure which he ex- 
perienced in receiving these tidings. There 
was even a slight huskiness in his voice as 
he spoke. 

* Thank you, Maurice, most heartily. 
Some day, perhaps, you will learn why I 
have been so anxious to avoid further 
proceedings in this case. Enough for the 
present that, had my proposals been 
persistently refused, it would have been 



WILL-a-THE'WISP. 173 

necessary for Mabels sake to have gone into 
matters the remembrance of which disturbed 
me greatly. Thank you again.' 

' It was the liberality of your proposals, 
sir, which satisfied your cousin, and no 
arguments of mine.' 

' You have at any rate spared me much 
pain. Excuse me for the present. I must 
go in and look at these papers.' 

He turned to his daughter and kissed 
her tenderly on the brow — a very unusual 
manifestation of emotion to be made by him 
in the presence of a third person. Then he 
walked slowly away, his head slightly bowed, 
and a sad quietness in his movement, as if 
he were walking away from the grave of 
some one very dear to him. 

Mabel watched him till he had dis- 
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appeared in the jungle, and then turned to 
Maurice with such a look on her face as he 
had never before observed : it was that 
of the subdued anxiety of earnest love — as 
if a soft shadow had fallen upon a clear 
lake that had been a moment ago all bright- 
ness. 

' I must not ask you, Mr. Calthorpe, 
what is the meaning of the strange effect 
your news has produced upon my father. 
I know that he will tell me himself, if he 
thinks it right that I should know it.' 

' The case was simply the question of the 
succession to a part of the property left him 
by his uncle. The matters to which he 
refers as sources of his agitation have not 
been revealed even to me. Of course, if 
the case had proceeded, he would have been 
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obliged to tell me, or whoever conducted it, 
and the fact that he has not to do so reheves 
him.' 

' And it was for my sake that it would 
have been necessary for him to speak ! ' 
she said in a low nervous voice, thinking 
rather than addressing Maurice ; and her 
eyes, still fixed upon the place where her 
fether had disappeared, slowly tilled with 
tears. 

Maurice became pale ; he stood for a 
moment motionless; then a strange light 
overspread his face ; he uttered a short cry, 
and impulsively seized her hand. 

' It is Lucy ! ' 

He stood trembling with a strange awe 
upon him : the man's whole being was 
quivering with love and great joy : next 



176 A HEARTS PROBLEM. 

moment he was like one hurled from a 
height and lying stunned below. 

The hand did make a convulsive move- 
ment in his as he pronounced the name — ^he 
felt sure of it. And yet he knew that it 
must have been his own imagination which 
made him think so, or the effect of her 
natural surprise at his singular behaviour; 
for the eyes which had been fiill of 
tenderness and tears turned upon him so 
coldly that his heart was frozen, and when 
the hand was withdrawn from his in a quiet 
pitying way which conveyed the keenest 
reproach, * Mr. Calthorpe ! ' was all she said. 
The voice was soft and sympathetic, as if 
she understood his mistake and was sorry 
for it. 

He could not speak, and he could not 
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help gazing into her face, which was now so 
changed and still so beautiful. It was as if 
he had been privileged once again to see 
his living love, and on the instant to know it 
dead. 

' I beg your pardon, Miss Cuthbert,' he 
said mechanically, pausing at each word. 
* I feel as if I had been asleep and dreaming. 
I scarcely know whether or not I am awake 
yet. I hope I have not offended you.' 

There was a pathetic weariness and 
resignation in his voice and look : the 
penalty of his brief exaltation was utter 
prostration. 

' You made a mistake, Mr. Calthorpe,' 
she responded kindly, ' and you startled me 
a little.' 

* Yes, it was a mistake. Looking at you 
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now, I cannot understand it — ^the difference 
is so great. And yet you were so like 
her?' 

* And now ? ' she said, slowly winding 
her handkerchief round her finger, but still 
watching his face as if expecting to discover 
there the solution of some riddle which 
perplexed her. 

He roused himself at the question. 

' And now I feel how much I must bore 
you with this nonsense of mine/ 

' Do you call it nonsense ? ' 

There was a faint movement of her lips, 
which might have indicated agitation, had 
there been any cause for it ; but of course it 
could not be so in her case, as she was so 
3alra and so full of pitying sympathy. 

' What else ? ' he answered, with an 
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attempt at a laugh. ^ I know it must appear 
so to you, and I do not know how you can 
endure my company at all.' 

Miss Cuthbert dropped her handkerchief, 
and stooped quickly to pick it up ; he 
stooping also, their hands touched. As they 
rose, he was startled again by an expression 
of something like pain which flashed across 
her face ; but it was only a flash, and again 
he concluded that he must have been 
mistaken. Her conventional exclamation 
satisfied him. 

'I am sorry to trouble you, Mr. 
Calthorpe.' 

K there had been any emotion which 
she desired to conceal, it had been as tran- 
sient as the expression which hinted at it ; 

ir 2 
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but she certainly was a shade paler than 
usual. He also became conventional. 

' Let me bring a chair for you here in 
the sunshine, Miss Cuthbert. You must be 
fatigued after the excitement of yesterday.' 

* Thank you. Not at all fatigued, 
although it was an evening of what is called 
unmitigated enjoyment, which I understand 
usually means an awfully dreary time. Now 
let us go back to what we were talking 
about. You must not again say that you 
think I think you are a bore, because that is 
doing yourself and me an injustice.' 

' It relieves me to hear you say so ; and 
I promise ' 

' Stop. I know you are going to say 
that you will not make a mistake again. I 
take that for granted ; but I do not wish you 
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to make up your mind not to speak to me 
again about a person in whom I am as much 
interested as my — we must really use her 
came; "'double-goer" is such a mouthful. 
You just now called her ? ' 

She waited for him to repeat the name. 
Even conventionality would not serve him 
here : he was too sensitive on the subject, 
and kind as Miss Cuthbert was, he could not 
speak of it without pain. There was, too, 
something in her tone and manner which 
made him hesitate. She helped him out of 
the difficulty. 

* I think you said Lucy.' 

There was not the slightest inflection of 
the voice : it was hard and clear ; and 
although she was evidently interested, there 
was nothing in the steady eyes which were 
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fixed upon him even to suggest the sympathy 
she had shown a Httle while ago, and which 
would have won the confidence she desired. 
She seemed to become conscious of that 
herself. 

'I sometimes think, Mr. Calthorpe,' 
she said quietly, smiling, ^that you must 
have thought what I intended to be frankness 
at our first meeting was boldness.' 

' Oh, no,' he said hastily, with a 
deprecatory movement of the hand. 

' So much the better, for I am going to 
be again frank or bold, whichever you please 
to call it. At the first you were like an old 
friend to me, and now 1 may almost claim 
you as one. Is not that very bold ? ' 

* It is very pleasant.' 

* Please do not begin to flatter : that is 
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a weapon which will overcome me at once ; 
for I don't like flattery, and I don't like the 
people who use it. You can try it if you 
want to see how shy I can be.' 

The lips contracted into a pretty circle, 
the eyes twinkled archly, and she was like a 
school-girl waiting for the answer to some 
comical conundrum. 

' Is not the implication flattering to me ? ' 

'That depends. Tell me first, exactly 
what you are thinking of me at this moment, 
and I shall answer.' 

*That is somewhat hard, for much of 
what I am thinking would sound like 
flattery.' 

' Very well, then ; tell me the part which 
won't sound like flattery.' 

'Then, I was thinking that you are a 
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will-o'-the-wisp/ he said, much amused, and 
falhng into her humour. 

* That certainly is not flattering ; for the 
will-o'-the-wisp is mischievous, and misleads 
benighted travellers.' 

* I meant only in your moods — ^you 
change so rapidly from grave to gay. 
Suppose I try another simile to express what 
I was thinking about you. You were like 

a brilliant fantasia, the theme of which 
I know is beautiful, but in my dulness T 
cannot catch it, because the variations are so 
rapid.' 

* Ah ! That is better, and if you will 
only omit the beautiful, it is very Uke 
what I appear to myself. Now I can give 
you your answer — it is this. I esteem 
you enough to wish you not to flatter 
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me ; and if you think that I am flattering 
you in saying so, then you are not my 
friend.' 

She was quite in earnest, and spoke with 
a matter-of-fact air, as if she would say, 
* Here is the plain state of the case, and you 
can like it or not, as you please.' She had 
assumed that look and expression of self- 
conscious honesty which people use when 
they say disagreeable things under the 
banner of Common-sense — only, she was not 
saying anything disagreeable. 

*We only flatter when we give our 
friends credit for qualities which they do not 
possess. I was not doing that, and now I 
must turn your own words against yourself, 
and say that you are not the friend I wish 
you to be if you think that there is 
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anything but sincere pleasure in knowing 
that you regard me as your friend.' 

' I take it as you mean it, and we shall 
make this compact — ^that we shall never say 
anything to each other for the mere purpose 
of pleasing, but speak only what we believe 
to be true.' 

* Agreed.' 

* You understand that our compact is one 
of friendship,' she said, emphasising the 
word, and giving him her hand ; * and I 
hope that you will soon be able to speak 
quite freely to me about your friend — or I 
suppose I am entitled to say our friend, 
Lucy.' 

' There is little more to tell you than 
you already know,' he answered calmly, the 
feeling of reserve creeping upon him again. 
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* You admired her very much ? ' 

*Yes, although our acquaintance was 
a short one. Your singular resemblance 
to her frequently reminded me of her, but 
never so much so as to-day. The feelings 
which moved you when your father left 
us, made you — ^made me, in fact, forget 
myself.' 

' They were kindly feelings.' 

' She had a kindly face, and I am sure a 
kindly heart.' 

* That is as much as to say that mine is 
not always a kindly face. No apologies ; I 
am pleased to find that you are so promptly 
obedient to the terms of our compact. I 
suppose I must not pry too closely into what 
passed between you.' 

'There was nothing particular passed 
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between us. We were good friends, that 
was all/ 

He could not bring himself yet to 
* prompt obedience ' to the terms of the 
compact in speaking of his regard for Lucy. 

* That was all ! ' shp repeated slowly ; 
and then, with a slight laugh, *and I 
suppose, if you had not seen me, you would 
have entirely forgotten her by this time ? ' 

'I must own that her image was not 
quite so vivid when I first met you as it is 
now.' 

' And in time it would have passed away 
altogether. What a dreadful thing it would 
be for a woman to learn that she was 
forgotten ' by anybody she cared very much 
for ! I wonder how she would feel — the 
very thought of it makes me shudder. Still 
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more horrible — if such a thing could be — 
that it was her lover who forgot her, and 
she should hear him say so I Happily, 
such a thing is impossible,' she concluded, 
laughing at the phantom she had herself 
created. 

' Quite impossible to you. Miss Cuthbert,' 
he said, laughing too. She had imitated the 
shudder and the look of horror so naturally. 
'You would make an excellent actress. 
Have you never thought of getting up a play 
at Hollyford ? ' 

* Oh, yes ; I am arranging one now. I 
shall tell you all about it another time. 
There is my father coming, and as he will 
want to speak to you about business matters, 
my chatter would not amuse him. Good- 
bye for the present.' 



I90 A HEARTS PROBLEM. 

' Is it a comedy or a tragedy you have 
selected for the forthcoming performance ? * 

* I am not vet sure which it is to be. 
Have you any preference ? I should like to 
know, because you play a leading part/ 

* Comedy seems to me best adapted for 
private theatricals. The audience can then 
laugh at their friends with a good grace, and 
the actors may flatter themselves that the 
mirth is a tribute to their talent and not to 
their foUy.' 

* Perhaps it will be a comedy, then ; but 
one never can tell what is to happen imtil 
the end is reached.' 

* Oh, it is an original play ! I had no 
idea that you were an author.' 

* Well, the play is a new one, but I am 
only the author of a part of it. That is 
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why I am unable to tell you what the end 
of it is to be, and whether we should call it 
a tragedy or a comedy.' 

' Who is lucky enough to be your 
collaborator ? ' 

' I have betrayed enough akeady/ she 
exclaimed playfully. * It spoils one's zest in 
preparing a surprise when everybody knows 
it is coming. You must not ask me about 
it again until I tell you it is finished.' 

' I shall try to curb my curiosity, but 
you have greatly excited it.' 

' Thank you.' 

She walked away with a hght step, 
exchanged a few words with her father as 
she passed him on the terrace, and gave one 
bright glance back at the bungalow before 
the shrubbery hid her from sight. 
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* Come, wool-gatherer ! I have something 
to say to you/ broke in the Colonel quietly. 
' I have left you five minutes in the clouds : 
I want you to come back to the earth 
now.' 
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CHAPTER Vm. 



SELF-TORTURE. 



Miss Cuthbert wrote : 

*I find it almost impossible to write 
about him, and yet my brain seems to be 
aching with the desire to tell you^ Lucy, 
what my thoughts are about this man. I 
have again and again determined to do it, 
and have sat for hours with the pen in my 
hand ; but the paper remained blank, and I 
had to rise as much exhausted in body and 
mind as if I had done a severe day's work. 
I do not know why this should be when I 
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am writing to you, for I wish to tell you 
everything, and you understand that no 
thought of sparing myself would check my 
words ; but in spite of all my efforts, the 
idea which I am about to set down escapes 
before the pen touches the paper. The very 
words seem to fly, leaving me powerless to 
tell you anything connectedly. 

^To-day I feel stronger — because I am 
angry ; and I think I can show you that the 
harshness with which I judged him at first 
was not too harsh, as I began to fear. 
After what he has said to-day, you cannot 
think that I misjudge him ; after the 
confession I am about to make of my own 
feelings, you cannot think that I wish to 
misjudge him. 

' Since my last letter, we have frequently 
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met. We have become what people call 
" great fiiends." I know from Mrs. Harper 
that there are people who think us lovers — 
but rumours of that kind are raised upon 
very slight foundations. They do no harm, 
apparently, for so far as I am aware they 
have not interfered with the attentions of 
other suitors. I have even had proposals, 
although I have done my best to prevent 
them, because they have been always 
distressing to me. I dare say that in time I 
shall find them amusing, as other girls do. 

* But he has never done more than pay 
me the most ordinary compliments, although 
he has had opportimities such as have not 
been granted to anyone else to speak freely. 
I have tempted him to speak. To-day I had 
made up my mind to force from him '^ a 
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declaration ; " but I shrink with a strange 
feeling of fright from striking that final 
blow, and fear I cannot do it. Then the 
question startles me, Do I hesitate most on 
account of the pain my reftisal will cause 
him or myself? At one time it seemed that 
to see him overwhelmed by my contemp- 
tuous ridicide woidd aflford me complete 
satisfaction for the anguish he has caused 
you. Now I am troubled about myself, and 
the nearer the end I have in view appears, 
the more I dread it. Can you understand 
this? It cannot be that I love him. . . . 
How timidly that was written, and I am 
still trembling as if I were sitting at the top 
of a hill in an east wind, instead of being in 
my own warm room. That is the confession 
I bad to make to you, and it was not easily 
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done ; for writing down this doubt of myself 
seems to give it probability and form. I am 
compelled to do it, although I know how it 
will sting you to think it even possible that 
your fiiend should be false to you. 

* Have no fear. There can be no danger 
of my caring for him. I am so often angry 
with him, and see his weakness and selfishness 
so plainly. And if there had been danger, it 
was removed to-day when he told me calmly 
that you and he had been " good friends, 
that was all." Hearing that, and re- 
membering how everything but words led 
you to believe he loved you, I felt as bitterly 
towards him as ever. I was almost startled 
into expressing it ; but I carried it off so 
lightly, that he is still unaware how deeply I 
am interested on your account. He said I 
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was a capital actress, thinking that the 
horror I felt was only make-believe. He is 
so easily deceived, that I wonder whether he 
is a fool or only making a fool of me. That 
would be punishment indeed for the decep- 
tion I am practising. I do feel mean and 
cruel whenever he makes me think that he 
is thinking of you. Should it prove that I 
am mistaken, that he really did care for you, 
and that only your absence prevented him 
from telling you, I could never forgive 
myself for what would then be heartless 
treachery on my part. 

' Could I forgive myself if it should turn 
out that he really cares for me ? 

' I must not think of that, for the mere 
idea distracts me. You see how much 
reason I have to be troubled about myself. 



SELF-TORTURE. 203 

and how I am haunted by doubts and feare 
of what I am doing. Luckily, I can easily 
bring myself back to common-sense. I sup- 
pose he might care for me, and had you 
never existed, I might have come to care for 
him. But I promised to show you that my 
first opinion of him had not been too harsh, 
and this should do it, 

* Mrs. Harper has told me something 
about the Calthorpes. They have a fine 
place, and old Mr. Calthorpe lives and acts 
as if he were a millionaire. He is really in 
poverty, and the whole of his estates will be 
taken from him unless 

* I am ashamed to write the words, and 
yet glad to do so, because they recall my 
contempt — unless Mr. Maurice, as they 
call him, finds an heiress in time, with 
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money enough to save the property ! That 
is what he is seeking, and he and his father 
evidently think they have found the lady in 
me. Everybody knows their object, and — 
oh, it is horribly contemptible ! 

* I must bring it to an end soon ; the 
thought of it is worrying me too much. I 
know I shall get ill if this state of doubt 
continues, and then there would be no 
pleasure in my triumph. And yet I wish 
that I imderstood him better — I wish that I 
could be sure that I am not doing wrong. 
I see what will happen : he will tell me how 
desperately he loves me, how he does not 
care for anything in the world but me — and 
so on. Then I shall look pityingly at him, 
make a most formal bow, and say : " Eeally, 
Mr. Calthorpe, you take me by surprise. I 
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r^et that I must decline to accept an 
honour so unexpected and so unmerited." 
Then he will plead, b^ me to give him some 
hope (lovers always do that, I believe), and 
I shall become cold and haughty, repeating 
my refusal finnly. 

* Then he will go away crestfallen, 
and I ' 



The Colonel entered his daughter's room, 
and his humorous smile indicated that he 
had something amusing to communicate. 
Her back was towards him, her elbows 
resting on the writing-table, and her fece 
on her hands. She did not observe his 
entrance. 

' I am sorry to disturb you, Mabel, but I 
come as an ambassador. My mission is one 
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of the gravest importance, and Why, 

what has happened ? Are you ill ? ' 

She had risen hastily at the sound of his 
voice, and he saw that she had been crying. 

' Yes, papa, I am ill, but it is nothing to 
be alarmed about,' she answered agitatedly, 
as she closed her writing-case. Then she 
wiped her eyes hastily and tried to smile. 
'There, I am better now. You must not 
look so serious, for it was only a silly fancy 
of mine, which you would laugh at, if I 
were to tell you what it was.' 

*I would not laugh at anything which 
could affect you so much as this appears to 
have done,' he said gravely. 

*But this is so foolish, I am ashamed 
of it.' 

' Then, we need not speak of it until you 
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can laugh at it, not cry. Perhaps the im- 
portant matter which I have to lay before 
you may give your thoughts a pleasanter 
turn. You had better sit down and prepare 
yourself for the awful news. Now, are you 
ready?' 

* Oh, quite/ 

His tenderness, his pleasant humour, 
soothed and comforted her, and she was 
able to smile at the mock solemnity with 
which he invested his subject. 

'Well, then, I have a letter here from Sir 
Frederick Powell, and although you might 
not think so from my manner, the contents 
are of a serious nature. Can you guess 
what they are ? ' 

' I have not the least idea/ 

The Colonel seated himself on the couch 
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beside her, and the humorouB expression 
passed from his face as he gazed earnestly 
into her eyes. 

' He has reminded me, Mabel, of what I 
was willing to forget, that some day you will 
be going away from me. I have been 
forced to think of it sometimes, and I do not 
like it.' 

*Why should I go away from you, 
papa ? ' 

' You will marry, no doubt,' he con- 
tinued softly ; * you will have new ties, new 
interests in life, and your father will take his 
place in the background of your thought 
and care. It is natural, and most fathers 
find pleasure in seeing their children well 
settled in life. But it is a great change 
under any circumstances, and you know that 



SELF-TORTURE. 209 

I have not had time to accustom myself to 
the prospect of it. You are still a very 
young child in my eyes.' 

' But it need not be,' she said, laying her 
head upon his shoulder, and putting her arm 
affectionately round his neck. 

* Not immediately, I hope ; but we need 
not shut our eyes to the probability of its 
coming some day. Meanwhile, I have to 
decide what my answer is to be to Sir 
Frederick, for he has asked me, with an old- 
fashioned formality which I like, to give him 
leave to pay his addresses to you. What 
shall I say ? ' 

She started ; there was a frightened look 
in her eyes, and she seemed to shiver. The 
Colonel was amazed. 

* Tell him that he must not think pf it,' 

VOL. L P 
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she cried excitedly. * Tell him that he must 
never speak to me if he thinks of it ; that I 
never can — that I never will — marry any- 
body.' 

She hid her face on her father's breast 
and sobbed. 

He remained silent for a little while, his 
hand smooUm^ her hair, hia b«m actively 
occupied with wondering and confused 
speculations. Then she became quiet, and 
he spoke in the low sad voice of one who 
has been suddenly made aware of a great 
loss which he has secretly feared, and yet 
had hoped to avert. 

' I ought to have been prepared for this, 
Mabel. I ought to have been ready to learn 
that some one had found a way to your 
heart without asking my leave to pass. 
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Well, in good time you will let me know 
who it is that is to take you away from 
me.' 

' No one shall take me away from you/ 
was the passionate cry. * I shall never 
marry.' 

' You need not make rash vows, my 
child/ he said, patting her on the head, a 
kindly smile overspreading but not obscuring 
the father's inevitable regret. 'If you do 
not marry, I shall be selfishly glad ; and if 
you do, I shall try to be unselfishly happy in 
seeing you happy. And I shall be, if the 
man happens to be to my liking. There 
now, we are going to have done with this 
subject. I know what answer to give Sir 
Frederick. You must take a rest, for we 
shall probably have both the Calthorpes with 

p 2 
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u« thia e^aiing. But if you are not weE 
enoufrfi you need not join ua/ 

^lie was alone again; ^ sot witK her 
eyes wide op^i^ but Eke one in. sleep, so 
dull and es^resfflonleas was her face. 
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' You are not in such good spirits as I ex^ 
pected to find you to-night, Cuthbert,' said 
Mr. Calthorpe, passing the wine. ' I thought 
that with the quiet settlement of this 
disagreeable business you would have 
rejoiced in the feeling of freedom from all 
anxiety as to the past.' 

* Have I been dull, then ? ' asked the 
Colonel. ' I did not mean to be so, and I 
thought we were particularly merry during 
dinner/ 
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' Miss Cuthbert was, but you were not.' 

' I was thinking about her— she is not 
well/ 

^Not well! I never saw her looking 
better, and I cannot imagine how she could 
be in brighter spirits than she was to-night. 
All your thoughts about her should be 
pleasant ones. I regard her as the best part 
of the good fortune which has come to solace 
you for the troubles of the old time. Upon 
my word, Cuthbert, I think you are an 
exceptionally lucky fellow.' 

'Yes, I am a lucky fellow,' responded 
the Colonel meditatively, gazing out into 
the soft twilight, for the lamps had not yet 
been lighted and the curtains were not 
drawn. 

' Think what you have found,' continued 
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Mr. Calthorpe, who was in the most com- 
placent mood, evidently pleased with himself 
and with everybody else. ' She is handsome, 
she is remarkably clever, and she is devoted 
to you.' 

' Ay, I am sure of that. No father ever 
had a more loving child. It is because 
I prize her so much that I dread every- 
thing which might cause her the least un- 
happiness.' 

• You say that as sadly as if you knew of 
something which was likely to do it. Is 
there anything ? ' 

Two figures crossed the lawn, and as his 
eyes rested upon them the Colonel smiled. 
Then he rose and went to the window, to 
get another glimpse of his daughter and 
Maurice. 
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*I told you she is not well/ he said, 
turning to his friend, *and to-day I have 
become satisfied that it is not mere fancy on 
my part. I have watched her closely during 
the last two years, and although she has 
shown herself most eager to do everything 
that would make me happy, and has appeared 
to be happy and contented herself, there 
have been times when the idea has been 
forced upon me that there is something on 
her mind about which she will not speak 
to me.' 

* Have you told her so ? ' 

* Not yet,' he replied, as if speaking to 
himself whilst he slowly paced the floor, 
head bowed and hands clasped behind him. 
' What occiured to me is this : that in 
striving to do what I believe to be best for 
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her, I have done her an injury in making 
the change in her life so sudden and 
complete/ 

* The change was necesaary, and you 
have not deprived her of any friends/ 

*No, I have not deprived her of her 
friends, but I have separated her from 
them/ 

* But only for a time, and she knows that 
you would not put any needless restriction 
upon her seeing them/ 

'Yes, any of the friends I know; but 
there may be somebody about whom I 
know nothing yet, and whose introduction 
she may fear would not be pleasing to me. 
Do you understand ? ' 

Mr. Calthorpe did understand, and was 
startled into a new train of reflection. 
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Deeply as lie had considered the probabilities 
of the young heiress being speedily captured 
by some knight of more daring heart than 
his son, it had never before occurred to him 
that she might be already a captive. Now 
that the idea was suggested, it appeared to 
him only too probable : it would account, as 
nothing else in her early training would, for 
the ease with which she bore and repelled 
the assaults of many wooers. 

' What has made you think of this ? * 
' Her vehemence in assuring me to-day 
that she would never marry: her strange 
fits of depression, followed by wild moods 
of excitement, such as she was in this 
evening. You thought her mirth was the 
natural result of good health and an easy 
mind. To me it was all forced — so plainly 
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forced, that I am surprised you did not 
observe it/ 

* I thought we formed a very pleasant 
famUy party, and was delighted with her 
humorous way of challenging Maurice to 
dare the evening dews by accompanying her 
to the bungalow in search of something she 
had lefk there. I cannot imagine what 
reason she could have for attempting to 
deceive you regarding her state of health or 
mind/ 

' Because you do not feel as I do what 
you said yourself just now — that she is 
devoted to me. She is so glad to be with 
me, she thinks that I have done so much 
for her, and that there has been so much 
sorrow in my life already, that she must 
sacrifice every inclination of her own if 
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it should cause me the least uneasiness. 
Poor child, it was her mother's way, and 
unfortunately I did not understand it until 
too late.' 

'But you may be mistaken,' suggested 
Mr. Calthorpe feebly, for he could not 
find much assurance in the suggestion 
himself. 

' Possibly — I hope so ; but I am dis- 
turbed by old memories. Every look and 
every laugh or smile makes me think of her 
mother on the last day we were together. 
She was like what Mabel was to-night, per- 
fectly free from care apparently. I was 
bhndly happy, and had no suspicion that she 
was making it a merry day because it was to 
be our last one together. So it proved ; but 
if she had lived 1 Well, there is no use 
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speculating upon what might have been, 
except when it helps us to direct what 
may be.' 

' If it should happen that your surmise is 
correct, and that Mabel has a lover of whom 
she thinks you would not approve — what 
will you do ? ' 

Mr. Calthorpe put the question cau- 
tiously ; but notwithstanding his own selfish 
interest in the answer, there was a kindly 
element of interest on his friend's account 
also. 

' Try to find out what the man was, and, 
if he were an honest fellow, give her to him 
with my blessing.' 

* What ! without consideration as to his 
position — education — prospects 1 ' 

* Without considering anything beyond 
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the question whether or not he would make 
her happy.' 

' But, my dear Cuthbert, this would not 
be just even to her. She does not ' 

* There ! ' interrupted the Colonel, smiling 
at his friend's look of astonishment and 
alarm ; ' I know all the wise counsel you 
would give me, and thank you for it the 
more heartily that it is still unspoken. I 
shall use all necessary prudence to secure my 
object — that is, I shall be careful that she 
does not fall into the hands of a scamp. 
But I must not forget that before my return 
to England she had time to form ties which 
may be more tender even than those which 
bind her to me. I own a weak sense of 
regret in thinking that it can be so, but I 
must teach myself to think of it as one of the 
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unavoidable results of the unfortunate events 
which kept us so long apart, and to become 
resigned to it. I should like to hold the first 
place in her heart, but that is impossible.' 

* Still, her duty to you will enable her 
to feel that whatever you decide is for her 
benefit.' 

' I shall accept nothing from her sense of 
duty.' This was said very quietly, but very 
firmly. The man seemed to be calmly 
recognising the inevitable fact that there was 
something he longed for and could never 
hope to possess. * What I may request her 
to do she must consent to do because she 
sees herself it is right for herself, and not 
because it is my wish and her duty to obey. 
She is a curious girl, and not one to be read 
at a glance. On the score of duty she 

VOL. I. Q 
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would do anything, however distasteful ; to 
^ve me pleasure she would submit to any 
martyrdom, and try to look cheerful under 
it. That is why I hesitate to press her for 
an explanation. Perhaps it is wrong : we 
often cause pain to others in our anxiety to 
spare them.' 

' The matter is of such a serious nature 
that the sooner you speak the better.' 

' I am not siure of that : time and 
separation settle these affairs without as- 
sistance. If she stands that test, I shall 
know it is her fate that claims her, and act 
accordingly.' 

He looked again from the window. The 
trees were fusing into black masses against 
the deepening sky, and the stars were 
becoming prominent. 
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* Have you never formed any project of 
your own as to her future ? ' 

' Of coui^, several projects ; and one of 
them was recalled to me a few minutes ago 
when I saw her passmg with Maurice. I 
should have been well pleased if he had 
won her.' 

' I have thought of that too/ ejaculated 
Mr. Calthorpe warmly. Then, checking his 
enthusiasm, and assuming the air of a man 
who, whilst condescending to make a trifling 
admission of weakness, is sustained by the 
consciousness that his motives are above 
suspicion — * You are of course well ac- 
quainted with his circumstances ; but he 
has talents, and I beheve will make a place 
for himself in the world.' 

' I have considered all that, and so have 

a2 
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you, Calthorpe — as was natural in us both, 
seeing them so much together. I like 
Maurice, and sometimes I have thought that 
she also had a particular regard for him.' 

' She shows him some favour, I think ; 
and I have frequently meditated having a 
chat with you on the subject. But it always 
seemed to me best not to interfere. Know- 
ing your penetration, I had no doubt that 
you would not permit matters to go too far 
if the probable result should be distasteful to 
you.' 

' You now know that it would be the 
opposite. However, there is httle hope of 
its coming about.' 

' I would not give up hope until she con- 
fesses that she has some other attachment ; 
and you can discover that without disturbing 
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her much. I need not say how gratifying it 
would be to me if Hollyford and Calthorpe 
were united ; and since we are agreed, I see 
no reason why they should not be.' 

' I sincerely wish they could agree to 
join hands,' said the Colonel earnestly. Mr. 
Calthorpe was determined that they should 
agree. 
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Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by 
Stothard, engraved by Goodall ; and nuraeiDus Woodcuts. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, yj. 6d. 

Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy : 

A New Edition, complete, corrected and enriched by Translations of the 
Qassical Extracts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yj. 6^. 

Byron's Letters and Journals. 

With Notices of his Life. By Thomas Moorb. A Reprint of the 
Original Edition, newly revised, with Twelve fuU-page Plates. 

Demy Sv o, clo th extra, 14/. 

CampbelPs (Sir G.) White and Black : 

Travels in the Uni'ed States. By Sir Georgs Campbell, M.P. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Caravan Route (The) between Egypt and 

Syria. By His Imperial and Royal Highness the Archduke Ludwig 
Salvator of Austria. With 23 fall-page Illustrations by the Author. 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, is, 6d. 

Oarlyle (Thomas) On the Choice of Books. 

With a Life of the Author by R. H. Shepherd. Entirely New ana 

Revised Edition. 

, ■■• -— 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6d, 

Century (A) of Dishonour : 

A Sketch of the United States Government's Dealings with some of 
the Indian Tribes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ys. 6d. 

Chap-Books. —A History of the Chap-Books 

of the Eighteenth Century. By John Ashton. With nearly 400 
Illustrations, engraved in facsimile of the originals. Un the press. 

*#* A few Large- Paper copies will be careftiUy printed on hand-made 
paper, for which early application should be made. 

Large 4to, half-bound, profusely Illustrated, 28J. 

Chatto and Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood 

Engraving : Historical and Practical. By Willi AM Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Additional Chapter by Henry G. 
BoHN ; and 450 fine Illustrations. A reprint of the last Revised Edition. 

Small 4to, doth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, zoj. 6d, 

Chaucer for Children: 

A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With Eight Coloured 
Hctures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 

Demy 8vo, doth limp, %s, 6d, 

Chaucer for Schools. 

By Mrs. Haweis, Author of *' Chaucer for Children." 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Map and Illustrations^ 2j. 6d, 

Cleopatra's Needle: 

Its Acquisition and Removal to England* By Sir J. E. Alexander. 
Crown 8vo, dotli extra« gilt, 71. 6iL 

Oolman's Humorous Works: 

*' Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and Slippers," and other Homoroiia 
Works, Prose and Poetical, of George CoLiiAN. With Life by G. 
B. l^citSTONE, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2j. td. 

Convalescent Cookery: 

A Family Handbook, By Catherine Ryan. 

Conway (Monenre D.), Works by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. By Moncure D. Conway, 

M.A. Two Vols. , royal 8vo, with 65 niustradons, aSf . 

A Necklace of Stories. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. 

Illustrated by W. J. Hbnnbssy. Sqtiare 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

The Wandering Jew. By Moncure D. Conway, M. A. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 6«. 

Thomas Carlyle. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. With 

Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, dr. 

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 21J. 

Cook (Dutton).— Hours with the Players. 

By DuTTON Cook. 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2; . 6d, 

Copyright.— A Handbook of English and 

Foreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. Being a con- 
cise Digest of the Laws regulating Copyright in the Chief Countries 
of the world, together with the Chief Copyright Conventions «^gHng 
between Great Britain and Foreign Countries. By Sidney Jerrold, 
of the Middle Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, yj. 6d. 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West 

of England ; or. The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustrations 
by George Cruikshank. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, js, 6d, 

Creasy's Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir Edward 
Creasy, Author of "The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, js. 6tU 

Credulities, Past and Present. 

By William Jones, F.S. A., Author of ** Finger-Ring Lore," &c« 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Crimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria's " Dd Delitti e delle Pene." 
By James Anson Farrer. 



CHATTO 6* WINDUS^ PICCADILLY. 7 

Crown 8vo, dotii gilt, Two very thick Volumes, ^s, 6d, each. 

Cmikshank's Comic Almanack. 

Complete in Two Series : The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second 
from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Thackeray, Hood, Mathew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c With 2,000 Woodcuts and Steel Engravings 
by Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 24^. 

Cruikshank (The Life of George). 

In Two Epochs. By Blanchard Jerrold, Author of "The Life 
of Napoleon III.," &c. With numerous Illustrations, and a List of 
his Works. [/« preparation. 

Two Vols., demy 4to, handsomely bound in half-morocco, gilt, profnsdy 
lUustrated widi Coloured and Plain Plates and Woodcut^ price jf 7 71. 

Cyclopeedia of Costnme ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military— 
from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George the Thkd,* 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a Gh^eral History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of 
Europe. By J. R. PlanchS, Somerset Herald. 
The Volumes may also be had separately (each Complete in itself) at £z Z3f.&^ cadi \ 
Vol. I. THE DIOTIONABY. 

Vol n. A eBNERAL HISTOBT OF 00STT71IB IN ET7R0PB. 
Also in 35 Parts, at 5;. each. Cases for binding, 5x. eadu 
**A cemprehensive and highly valuable hook of reference, . . . We hav0 
rarely fatted to find in this 000k an account of an article of dressy while in mott 
^ the entries curious and instructive details are given, . • • Mr, Planckte 
gnermous labour of love, the production of a text which, whether in its dictionary 
form or in that of the ' General History , is within itsintended scope imnteasumbly 
the best and richest work on Costume in English, , • • This book is not only 
one of the most readable works of the kind^ but intrinsically attractive and 
amusiHc,"—ATHnKMVM, 

"A most readable and interesting work— and it can scarcely be consittted in 
vain, whether the reader is in search for vfformation as to military, court, 
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume, , , • All the ehromo-UthograPhe^ 
otnd most of the woodcut illustrations— the latter amounting to several thousande 
—eire very elahorately executed; and the work forms a livre de luxe which renders 
it equally suited to the Ubrary and the ladiei drawing^oom,**—Tuess, 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, X2j. 6d, 

Doran's Memories of onr Great Towns. 

V^tii Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities* By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, doth extra, 21J. 

Drnry Lane, Old : 

Fifty Years' Recollections of Author, Actor, and Manager. By 
Edward Stirling. 
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Demy 8vo, dotb, tSs, 

Dntt's India, Past and Present; 'M>rz^. 

with Minor Essavs on Cognftte Subjects. By Shoshbb CHimDBB 
DuTTp R4i Bdhidoor. 



Crown 8vo, cl6th txMurdSi 6f. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. GgosAKX* 

3. Henrlok's (Robert) fiDMpM- 

d«s. Noble Numbez^aad Cempleto 
Collected Poems. With Mefoorial- 
Introductioii and Notes. Sted Por- 
trait, Index of First Lines, and 



I. Fletolier's (Giles, B.B.) Com- 

fleCe Poems t Christ's Victorie in 
leaven, Clurist's Victorie on Eartfa| 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-In- 
troduction and Notes. One VoL 



2. DaTies (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including PsaJms I. 
to lb in Verse, and other hitherto 
UmpuUished MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited. Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes. Two Vols. 



GloMarial Index, &c. Three vols. 

4. Sidney's (Sir Philip) Com- 
plete Poetical Workstjnchidins aQ 
those in '< Aicadia.*MR7UhBi&Sb 



MemoriaMntroductkm, Esswr oa 
the Poetxy of Sidney, and Notes. 
Three Vols. 



Imperial 8vo, with 147 fine Engravings, half-morocco, 36^. 

Early Teutonic^ Italian, and French Masters 

(The). Translated and Edited from the Dohme Series, by A. H. 
KsANB, M.A.I. With numerous Illustrations. 
*' Camuft fail to he oj the utmost use to students of art history, **—'£nas. 

Crown 8v«, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, Ss. 

Emanuel On Diamcnds and Precicns 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaming their Reality. By Harry Emanubl, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s, &/. 

Englishman's HoasCi The : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, with nearly 300 Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Evolution, Chapters on ; 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develop- 
ment. By Andrew Wilson, PhX)., F.R.S. Edin. &c. [In preparation. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Evolutionist (The) At Large. 

By Grant Allen. 

By the same Author. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Vignettes from Nature. 

By Grant Allen. \/n preparation. 
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Folio, cloth extia. £i zzi. 6d, 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings Irom Representative Works by living English and Foielgii 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns Cars. 

*' // would not hi easy io meet with a mort tnm/hto$ttt and at the tame tttne 
m mare tasteful and inetructivedrawing'^room 6aeh,'*'^NoKconwoKMJST, 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with lUustrations, 6r. 

Fairholt's Tobacoo : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
ManufJEUitare, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By F. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwaids of 
zoo Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6d, 

Familiar Allusions : 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; ' 
and Charles G. Wheeler. [/« the press. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4J. 6d, 

Faraday's Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
by W. Crookss, F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4J. 6d, 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited byW. Crookes, F.CS. Numerous Illustrationa; 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7;. 6d^ 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A. With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 

**One of those gossi^n^ hoohs which are as fuU of amusement as of instruc 
Hon,**— Athkvmum, 

Gardening Books: 

A Tear's Work in Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice 

to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. By Gborgb Glbnny. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2j. 6d, 

Our Kitohen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook Them. By Tom Jerrold, Author of "The Garden that Paid the 
Rent/' &c. Post 8vo, doth limp, 2s. 6d, 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 

and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2^ . 6d. 

My Gcurden Wild, and What I Grew there. By Francis 
George Heath. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5^. 
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One Shilling Monthly. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The); for 1882. 

The January Number of this Periodical will contain the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled " Dust," by Julian Hawthorne, 
Author of "Garth," &c. "Science Notes," by W. Mattiew 
Williams, F.R.A.S., will also be continued monthly. 

%* N9W ftady, the Volume for January to June, z88i, cloth ixtra, 
price 8/. 6d.: and Cases for binding, price 2i. each. 

Demy Svo, illuminated cover, ts. 

Gentleman's Annual, The. 

Containing Two Complete Novels. {Nov, 15. 



THB RUSJCIN GB/MM,^Sqvare 8vo, doth extra, &s, 6d, ; 

gilt edges, 75. 6d, 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edoas Tatlor. 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 33 Illustrations 
after the inimitable designs of Georgb Cruikshank. Both Series 
Complete. 

** The illustrationt of this volume • . • are of quite eterUng and admiroMe 
mrt, ^ a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character iff the tales which 
they illustrate; and the original etchings , as I have before said in the Appendix to 
my ' Elements of Drawing* were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem^ 
brandt (in some qualities of delineation^ unrivalled even by him), , , , To mahe 
somewhat enlarged copies of them^ looking at them, through a magnifying glass^ 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank Jias put only one, would be an exer^ 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt 
in schools" — Extract from Introduction by John Ruskin. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2f. 6(^. 

Glenny's A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glbnny. 

" A great deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple language. The 
amateur need not wish for a better guide** — Leeds Mercury. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7J. 6i. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The : 

An Encyclopaedia of Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8 vo, cloth eictra, with Illustrations, js,6d» 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations. 
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Square z6ino (Tauchnitz size), 

Oolden Library, The : 

Ballad History of England. By 
W. C. Bbnnbtt. 

Bayard Taylor's Dlyerslons of 

the Echo Qub. 

Byron's Don Juan. 
Emerson's Letters and Social 

Aims. 

GkHlwln's (WUllam) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original Il- 
lustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both 

Series Complete in One VoL 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale 

for a Chimney Corner, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollier. 



doth extra, aj. per volume. 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mori 

d' Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. Montgomeru 
Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Lettm. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Csn, 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by SAnns- 
Beuvb. 

St Pierre's Paul and Vlrglnlft, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. £. Claskk. 

Shelley's Esurly Poems, and 

Queen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems : Laoa 

and Cythna, &c 

Shelley's Posthumous PoemSy 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, include 

ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastroui 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White's NatTiral History of Sel< 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4; . 6d, 

Gnyof s Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to. the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray ; za Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Oordon)^ Poems by : 

Maiden Eostasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, %s. 
New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Medium 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Hall's (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclise^ Gil- 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

** Tks Irish Sfeetchis 0/ this lady rtsetkbU Miss Mitford*s heoHiifia English 
sketches in * Our Villaget but they are far mors vigorous and j^iuresque and 
^n^A^."— Blackwood's Magazinb. 
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Haweis (MrsOi Works by : 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. niustrated by the 

Author. Small Svo, illustrated coyer, xs, ; cloth limp, xs, &/. 

**A wttt-consid^td atitm^t to afffy canont of gocdteuU to tkeecttumtt 
^f ladies qf our time, .... Mrs, Haweis writes frankfy and to the 
pointy she does fiat mince matters, hut boldfy- remonstrates with her own sex 
on the follies they indulge m. ; . . . Ive may recommend the booh to the 
ladies whom it concerns.**— Athkhmvu, 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 8vo, 

doth extra, gilt, irilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly xoo 
Illustrations, zof. 6d, 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square Svo, 

handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, zo; . 6d. 

*^* See also CHAUCER, p. Sof this Catalogue, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Heath (P. G.)— My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By Francis George Heath, Author of 
"The Fern World," &c. 

SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS,— Croytn 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

HeptalOgia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

" The merits of the booh cannot be /airly estimated by means of a few extreuts ; 
it should be read at length to be appreciated properly ^ and, in our opinion^ its 
merits entitle it to be very widely read indeed.^* — St. James's Gazbttb. 

Cr. 8vo, bound in parchment, 8j. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 151. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J . Churton Collins. 
Complete in Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s, each. 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 1880. By Justin 
McCarthy, M.P. 

** Criticism is disarmed before a composition which provokes little but approval. 
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject, and words piled on words 
could say no more for /^."—Saturday Rbvibw. 

New Work by the Author of '* A HISTORY of OUR OWN TIMES." 
Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each. 

History of the Pour Georges. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy, M.P. [In preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth Ump, with Illustrations, 21. 6d, 

Hohnes's The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers . By Gordon Holmes, L. R. C. P. E. 
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^*** Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ^s, 6rf, 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals. 
With Life of the Author. Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrationa. 

^ T^; Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6r. 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

** The amusing letUrpress is pro/itsely interspersed with the fingUng rhyme* 
which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes do fuli 
fUsOce to the writer's meaning, and a pleasanter result of the harmonieut ce* 
operation of author and artist could not be desired.** — Timbs. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 71. 6rf. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Himiorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventiu-es, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes; 
^ With a new Life of the Auth or, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations* 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s, 

Home's Orion : 

K^ An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hbngist Hornb, 
c^ With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
(giS^°A A Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s, 6d, 

Howell's Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History an^l 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Ecc- 
nonSc^ and Industrie Aspects. By George Howell. 

" This Booh is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt^ to flace the 
work 0/ trade unions in the Past^ and their objects in thefuturOt fairfy oefine the 
publicfrom the working man* s point of view.** — Pall Mall Gazbttb, 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, zaj. 6d, 

Hueffer's The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. Bf 
Francis Hueffer. ._ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherine A. Janvier. 

" Will be found a useful hanibook by those who wish to try the manufeutw^e 
or decoration of Pottery y and may be studied by all who desire to know somethit^ 
of the gr/."— Morning Pos t. 

A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several Ne'V 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6i/. 

Jennings' The Rosicmcians : 

Theur Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five tuIU 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 
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Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

Household Horticnlture : A Gossip about Flowers. By ToM 

and Janb Jbrrold. lUustratecL Post 8vOj cloth limp, 2r.6^. 

Our Eitohen Gtorden : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jbrrold, Author of " The Garden that Paid the Rent," 
&C. Post 8vo, cloth limp, sf . (S</. 

** Ttu cpmbination of hints on cookery with gardening has heen very ckverlv 
cmrriedemi, and the result is an interesting and highly instructive little work. 
Mr, yerrold is correct in savinz that English people do not make half the use of 
vegetmblesthefv might ; and by showing hew easily they can heeronim, cuidso obtained 
frisky he it doing a great deal to make them more j^o^larJ*—'DAii.Y Chsoniclb. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 5a Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 1^. 

JosephnSi The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both *' The Antiquides of the 
Jews " aad " The Wars of the Jews." 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Eavanaghs' Pearl Fountaiiii 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and JuLiA Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

" Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some qf them as deUghtful as ths^ 

hitt of Grimn^s * German Popular Stories,' .... For the most part ih» 

ti^fies are downright, thorough^^oing fairy stories of the mest ouifnirable kind, 

• . Mr, Moyr Smith s tllustrations, too, are admirable" — Spbctatos. 



Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

By Charles Mills. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas 
Lindsay. 



Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 21. 6d, 

Lace (Old Point)^ and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 lUustra^ 
tions by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7s, 6d» 

Lamb's Complete Works^ 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Heces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 
of the " Essay on Roast Pig." 

**A complete edition of LamVs writings, in Press and verse, hat long been 
wanted, and is now suMlied. The editor appears to have taken great paint 
to bring together Latttb's scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 
number of pieces which are now reproduced for the fi^^st time sines their originai 
appearance in various old periodicAls^SATumiAY Rbvibw. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, with numerous Illustrations, xof. 6i^ 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of the Essayist. 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamb's and 
Cbleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

'" Vtry manyp€utage» will delight these fond qf Uteraiy irifiet; Hmrdlf «mf 
portion will fail in interest ferlwtrs of CharleM Lamb and his iitUr.**^SrtiJKOAXD» 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, 5r. 

Lamb's Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Dorus. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 

" The quaint and delightful little booh, over the recovery of which aUthi hemrii 
^ his levers are fei warm with rejoicing,'— A. C. Swinbuxnb. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6j. 

Lares and Penates; 

Or, The Background of Life. By Florence Caddy. 

•• The whole hook is well worth readine^for it is fuU of practical suggesttons, 
; . . • We hope nobody will be deterred front taking up a book which teaches a 
good deal about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones**—' 
Graphic. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 6j. 

Leigh's A Town Oarland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of " Carols of Cockayne." 

**JfMr. Leigh* s verse survive to a future generation — and there is no reason 
why that honour should not be accorded production* so delicate, so finished, and so 
fuU of humour— their author will probably be remembered as the Poet of the 
Strand,**'^ATHKHjavM. 



Second Edition.— Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Leisure-Time Studies^ chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lectiurer on Zoology and Compaxa- 
tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

"// is well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator^ 
who in the intervals of his more serious prof essional labours sets himself to impart 
4enewledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume, made up of essays and addresses written and delivered hy Dr. 
Andrew Wilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edinburgh and Glasgow, at 
leisure intervals in a busy professional life. , , . Dr. Wilson* s pages teem with 
ematter stimulating to a healthy love qf science and a reverence fir the trutht 
qf nature,**—SATVBX>AY Rbvibw. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d» 

Life in London; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. \Wth the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals, 



l6 BOOKS PUBUSHEJO B\ 

CrowB 8vo, doth eztift, 6ft . , «j 

Li^ts on the Way: 

SomelUet widiin a Tale. Ehf the late J. H. AZAZAKDSB, B.A. 
Edited, vtth an Eiqplanatory Note, ' by H, A. Paob, Aatkor ol 
*'ThoKan> A Study." 

- ■ ■ - - - . 

Crown 8¥o, doth extra, with Illostrations, 71. td. . 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Indnding *<Oatre Mer/' "Hyperion," " Kavanagh/' "The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe." and " Driftwood." With Portrait and Illua- 
tratioos by Valentine Bromlet. 

Crown 8vo, doth eictra, gilt, with Illustrations, yj. 6i^. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. M^th numerona 
fine Illustrations on Sted and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 5r. 

Lnnatic Asylmni My Ezperiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

" Thi story is cUvsr and inUrtsHng^ sad hsyond ttuasure ikoug^ iks smbfect 
§t, TAsrt is HO ^sonal bitterness^ and no violence or anger, wkatetfer mAf 
kaios heen the evidence for onr author's madness when he was consirned to cm 
asylu$n, nothing can be clearer than his sanity when ho wrotg thisbook; it U 
bright, cabnt and to /^ /mm/."— Spectator. 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, doth boards, i&r. 

Lnsiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrench Dx7FF» 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Rojral Order of Christ. 

MaUock's (W. H.) Works : 

Is Life Worth Living P By William Hurrsll Mallock. 

New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

** This deeply interesting volume It is the most ptrmerful vh^ 

dicaOon ofreligiony both natural and revealed, that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrote f and is much more useful than either the Analogy or the Ser' 
mens of that great divine ^ as a refutation of the Peculiar form assumed ty 

the infidelity of the present day Deeply philosophical as the booh 

is, there is not a heavy page in it. The writer is 'possessed, so to speak, 
with his great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extent^ 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, and impassioned 
style, as well as an adequate acquaintance with the science, the philosophy, 
emd the literature of the day."— Irish Daily News. 

The New Bepublio ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Qjimtry House. By W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 6d» 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 
W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8j, 

A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock. 

Second Edition, with a Preface. Two Vols., crown Svo, 21*, 
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Maoquoid (Mrs.), Works by : 

In the Ardennes. By Katharine S. Macquoid. V^th 

50 fine Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Unifonn with " Pictures 
and Legends." Square 8to, doth extra, zor. fidf. 

•* This is another of Mrs. Macquoid*s pleasant boohs o/iravelt/uUofuteJul 
^tn/ormatioHt of picturesque descriptions of scenery^ and 0/ quaint traditwne 
respecting the various monuments and ruins which she encounters in her 
tour, , , , To suck 0/ our readers as are already thinkis^ about theyeM^t 
holiday f we stron^y recommend the perusal of Mrs, Macquoid' s expeHettcts, 
The book is well illustrated by Mr, Thomas K, Meuquoid,*'—QKAsya£^ 

Flotores and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 

Katharine S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, zof. fid. 

Through Normandy. By Katharink S, Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, ^s, 6d, 
" One of the few books which can be read as apiece of Uterature, whilst mi 
the same time handy in the knapsack,** — British Quarterly Rbvibw* 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo^ cloth extra, js, 6dL 
^ " The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offers^ while waetder'^ 
ingfrom one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-depicted scene,**'-llLoiBt:KiinG Post. 

Mark Twain's Works: 

The Ghoioe Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. "With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vOy cloth extra, js, 6d, 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. V^th 

xoo Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6d, Cheap Edition, illustrated 
boards, ax. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progressii By Mark Twain. Post 8v», 
illustrated boards, 2s, 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

The Prince and the Pauper. By Mark Twain. With nearly 

200 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, js. 6d. Unilorm with *' A Tramp 
Abroad." [/« the press. 

The Innocents Abroad; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress: 

Being some Account of the Steamship " Quaker City's " Pleasure Excursion 
to Europe and the Holy Land, with descriptions of Countries, Nations, 
Incidents, and Adventures, as they appeared to the Author. With 234 
Illustrations. By Mark Twain. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d. Unifonn 
with " A Tramp Abroad." 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

" The fun and tenderness of the conception, of which no Uving man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and Jantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line, make of all this episode of 
Jim Baker and kis jays a piece of work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading, but also of a high degree of merit as literature. , , . The book is 
full ofi^MHl things, and contains passages and episodes ihat are equal to the 
funniest 0/ those that have gone before,*'-~ATHRNJEvu 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Crown 8vo, doth extxa, with Illastiatiaos, ai. 6d, 

Madre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limnes. Vflih 33 lUustratioiis by the Author, Fourth 
Edition, revised and enlarged. 

Handsomely printed in fjacsimile, price 55. 

Magna Gharta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Origfaial Document in the British Mu8eam« 
print^ on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by a feet wide^ with the 
AxakB and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, af. 6d, per volume. 



Mayfair Library^ The 

The New BepubUo. ByW. H. 
Mallock, 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True Histoiy of Joshua 

Davidson. By £. Lynn Linton. 

OldStorlesBe-told. By Walter 

Thornbury. 

Thoreau : His Life and Alms. 

By H. A. Pagb. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wil- 

UAM Senior. 

Jeux d'Esprlt Edited by Henry 

S. Lbigh. 
Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 
More Puniana. By the Hon. 

Hugh Rowley. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmondelby-Psnnbll. 

The Speeches of Charles 

Dickens. 

Muses of Mayfsdr. Edited by 
H. Cholmondeley-Pbnnbll. 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 

Brillat-Savarin. 

The Philosophy of Hand- 
writing. By Don Felix db Sala- 
manca. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 

Henry J. Jennings. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 

Follies, Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 

Kempt. 
Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by 
W. Davenport Adams. 



Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 

BERT. First Series. Contaiaing; 
The Wicked World— PygmaUon and 
Galatea — Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth- Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 

BBRT. Second Sbribs. Containing: 
Broken Hearts — Engaged — Sweet- 
hearts — Dan*l Druce — Gretchen— 
Tom Cobb— The Sorcerer— H. M.S. 
Pinafore — The Pirates of Penzance. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Hxnrt 

S. Leigh. 

The Book of Clerical Anec- 
dotes. By Jacob Larwood. 

The Agony Column of "The 

Times/' from x 800 to 1870. Edited* 
with an Introduction, by Alicb Clay. 

The Cupboard Papers. By 

Fin-Bec. 

Pastimes and Players. By 

Robert Macgrbgor. 
Melancholy Anatomised: A 

Popular Abridgment of "Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy.** 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 

by W. Davenport Aoaks. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's 

Note-Book. By Andrew Wilson, 
F. R. s. e . 
The Autocrat of the Break- 
fast-Table. By Oliver Wendell 
HoLMBS. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. 

Balzac's **Com6dieHumaine " 

and its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. Walker. 



*♦* Other Volumes art in Reparation, 
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Small 8TO, doth limp, with Illustratioxis, aj. td. 

KEiller'B Physiology for the Young; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Millbr. 

**An admiraiU introduction to a nMect which aU who valno hoaith and enjoy 
Uf* thould have at their Jingert* ends, —Echo. 

MUton (J. L.), Works by : 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 

Management of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
&c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John's Hospital. SmaU 
8vo, xs,; cloth extra, is. 6d, 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, is.; cloth extra. 
Square 8yo, doth extra, with numerous Illustrations, yj. 6d. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

*' A diSghtfulhooh, of a hind which is far too rare. If anyone wants to reallp 
know the North Italianfolh, we can honestly advise him to omit tht journey^ and 
read Mrs. Cartas ^eu^es instead. . . Description with Mrs. Carr is a real gift. • 
// is rarely that a booh is so happily illustrated.**^'Co»rKMPORARV Rbvisw. 

NE JV NOVELS. 

A NEW NOVEL BY OUIDA. 

The Title of which will shortly be announced. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

SOMETHING IN THE CITY. 

By Gborgb Augustus Sala. 3 vols, crown 8vo. 

GOD AND THE MAN. 

By Robert Buchanan, Author of" The Shadow of the Sword," &c. 3 vols, 
crown 8vo. With 11 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

THE COMET OF A SEASON. 

By Justin McCarthy, M.P., Author of "Miss Misanthrope." 3 vols.', 
crown Bvo. 

JOSEPH'S COAT. 

By David Christie Murray, Author of "A Life's Atonement," &c. With 
12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

FRINGE SABONI'S WIFE, and other Stories. 
By Julian Hawthorne. 3 vols., crown Bvo. 

A HEABT'S PBOBLEM. 

By Charles Gibbon, Author of " Robin Gray," &c. a vols, crown 8vo. 

THE BBIDE'S PASS. 

By Sarah Tytler, 3 vols., crown 8vo. 



BOO AS PUBUSHED BY 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with ^^gnette Portraits, price df. per VoU 

Old Dramatists, The : 

Ben Jonson's Works. 

W\lStL. Notes, Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Btopaphical Memoir by Wu^ 
1.IAM GiPPORD. Edited by CoLond 
Cunningham. Three Vols. 



Obapman's Works. 

Now First Collected. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete, including the doubtful ones; 
Vol. II. the Poems and Minor Trans- 
lations, with an Introductory Essay 



by Algbrnon Charlbs Swinburnk. 
Vol. III. the Translations of the Iliad 
and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Transladont. Edited* 
with Notes and Introduction, by CoL 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Massinger's Plays. 

From the Text of William GiFPORDb 
With the addition of the Tra^y of 
" Believe as you List." Editedf by 
Col. Cunningham. One V<^ 



O'Shanghnessy (Arthur) Works by : 

Songs of a Worker. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d, 

Musio and Moonlight. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d, 

Lays of Prance. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Crown %yo^ 

cloth extra, los. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, $s, each. 

Onida's Novels.— Library Edition. 



Held In Bondage. By Ouida. 

Strathmore. By Ouida. 

Cliandos. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 

Idalia. By Ouida. 

Oeoil CasUemaine. By Ouida. 

Triootrin. By Ouida. 

Pook. By Ouida. 

Folle F&rlne. By Ouida. 



PascareL By Ouida. 

Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 



Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 



By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 



A Village Commune. By Ouida. 



Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 

*,* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post 8vo, illustrated 
tx>ards, 2j. each. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6d, 

Parliamentary Procedure^ A Popular Hand- 
book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 

Large 4to, doth extra, gilt, beautifully Illustrated, 31J. 6d, 

Pastoral Days ; 

Or, Memories of a New England Year. By W. Hamilton Gibson, 
With 76 Illustrations in the highest style of Wood Engraving. 

*' Th£ volumt contains a prose poenit with illustrations in the shape of wood 
tn^ravings more beautiful than it can well enter into the hearts 0/ most nt€n to 
conceive. — Scotsman . 
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Library Editions, mostly Illustrated, crojm 8 vo, cloth extra, y, 6d, each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. H; 

LovBTT Cameron. 

Felioia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Olympia. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 

Garrbtt. 

Robin Gray. Charles Gibbon. 
For Laok of Gold. By Charles 
Gibbon. 

In Love and War. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

What will the World Say P By 

Charles Gibbon. 

For the King. Charles Gibbon. 
In Honour Bound. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Queen of the Meadow. By 

Charles Gibbon. 

In Pastures Green. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
EUice Quentin. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Thomicroft's Model. By Mrs. 
A. W. Hunt. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Ingblow. 

Confidence. Henry James, Jun. 
The Queen of Gonnaught. By 

Harriett Jay. 
The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. H. Kingsley. 
Patricia Kemball. By E. Lynn 

Linton. 

The Atonement of Leam Dun- 
das. By £. Lynn Linton. 

The World Well Lost By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

Under which Lord? By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

With a Silken Thread. By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

Tlie Waterdale Neighbouro. 

By Justin McCarthy. 



Maid, Wife, or Widow? By 

Mrs. Alexander. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. By 

W. Bbsant and James Rice. 

My Little Girl. By W. Besant 

and Jambs Ricb. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft. By 

W. Bbsant and James Ricb. 
This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

Bbsant and James Rice. 

With Harp and Crown. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Bbsant and James Rice. 
By Celiacs Arbour. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 
The Monks of Thelema. By 

W. Bbsant and James Rice. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. By 
W. Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

The Seamy Side. By Walter 

Bbsant and James Rice. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 

Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 

Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 

The Dead Secret W. Collins. 

Queen of Hesurts. W. Collins. 

My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 

The Woman in YHiite. By 
Wilkie Collins. 

The Moonstone. W. Collins. 
Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finch. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. P By W. Collins. 

The New Magdale^. ByWiLKiE 
Collins. 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 
The Law and the Lady. By 

Wilkie Collins. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie 
Collins. 

The Haunted Hotel. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

The Fallen Leaves. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

Jezebel's Daughter. W. Collins. 
Deceivers £ver. By Mrs. H. 
Loybtt Cameron. 
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Piccadilly Novels — cotuinued. 
My Sziemy's Daughter. By 

Justin McCarthy. 

ZJnley Rochford. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

▲ Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy. 
Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Miss Misanthrope. By Justin 

McCarthy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
Quaker Oousins. By Agnes 

Macdonbll. 

Lost Bose. By Katharine S. 

Macquoid. 

The Evil Eye. By Katharine 

S. Macquoid. 

Open! Sesame! By Florence 

Marryat. 

Written in Fire. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By Jean Mid- 

DLBMAS8. 

▲ Life's Atonement. By D. 
C hristie Murray. 

Whiteladies. Mrs. Oliphant. 

The Best of Husbands. By 
Jambs Fayn. 

NEW VOLUMES OF " THE 

Put Yourself in his Place. By 

Charles Reade. 
A Confidential Agent. By | 

James Payn. With 12 Illustrations, i 

The Violin.Player. By Bertha 

Thomas. 
Queen Cophetua. By R. £. 

Francillon. 
The Leaden Casket. By Mrs. 

Alfred Hunt. 

Oarlyon's Year. By J. Payn. 
The Ten Years' Tenant, and 

other Stories. By Walter Besant 
and James Rice. 

A Child of Nature. By Robert 

Buchanan. 
Cressida. By Bertha Thomas. 
rrom Exile. By James Payn. 



Fallen Fortunes. James Payn, 
Halves. By Jambs Payn. 
Walter's Word. James Payn. 
What He Ctost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Jambs Payn. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Rool James Payn. 
High Spirits. By James Payn. 
Her Mother's Darling. By Mrs. 

J. H. RiDDBLL . 

Bound to the WheeL By John 

Saundbks. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saundbrs. 
The Lion in the Path. By 

John Saundbks. 
The Way We Live Now. By 

Anthony Tkollopb. 

The American Senator. By 
Anthony Tkollopb. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 

T. A. Tkollopb. 



PICCA DILL Y NO VELSr 

Sebastian Strome. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 

The BlEwk Robe. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

Archie Lovell. By Mrs. Annie 

Edwardes. 
"My Love!" By E. Lynn 

Linton. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. By James 

Payn. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. By 

Walter Besant and James Ricb. 

Proud Maisie. By Bertha 

Thomas. 

The Two Dreamers. By John 

Saunders. 

What She Came through. By 

Sarah Tytler. 



Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Planche.— Songs and PoemS|from 181910 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Daughter« 
Mrs. Mackarness. 
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj. each. 

Fopnlar Novels^ Cheap Editions of. 

[WiLKiB Collins' Novbls and Bbsant and Ricb*s Novbls may also be had in 
doth limp at af. &^ Sett t0Ot the Piccadilly Novbls, for Library £ditim*,2 



Confidences. Hamilton A'id£. 
Oarr of Carrlyon. H. Aiut, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow? By 

Mrs. Albxandbr. 

Beady-Money Mortlboy. By 

Waltbr Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
With Harp and Crown. By 

Waltbr Bbsant and Jambs Ricb 
This Son of Vuloan. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
My Little GlrL By the same. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft. By 

Waltbr Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

The Gtolden Butterfly. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

By Cella'B Arbour. By Walter 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

The Monks of Thelema. By 

Waltbr Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. By 

Waltbr Besant and Jambs Ricb. 
Seamy Side. Besant and Rice. 
Grantley Grsuoge. By Shelsley 

Beauchamp. 

An Heiress of Bed Dog. By 

Brbt Hartb. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp. 

By Brkt Hartb. 

Gabriel Conroy. Bret Harte. 
Surly Tim. By F. E. Burnett. 
Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. L. 

Cameron. 

Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. 

LOVBTT CaMBRON. 

The Cure of Souls. By Mac- 

laren Cobban. 
The Bar Sinister. By C. 

Allston Collins. 

Antonlna. By Wilkie Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret. W. Collins. 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 
Woman in White. W.Collins. 
The Moonstone. W. Collins. 



Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finch. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. F W. Collins. 
New Magdalen. W. Collins. 
The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 
Law and the Lady. W.Collins. 
Two Destinies. W. Collins. 
Haunted Hotel. W. Collins. 
Fallen Leaves. By W.Collins. 
Leo. By Button Cook. 
A Point of Honour. By Mrs. 

Annie Edwardes. 
ArohieLovell. Mrs A. Edwardes 
Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Rozy. By Edward Eggleston. 
Polly. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
Bella Donna. P. Fitzgerald. 
Never Forgotten. Fitzgerald. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. By 

Percy Fitzgerald. 

Seventy-FiveBrookeStreet. By 

Percy Fitzgerald. 

Filthy Lucre. By Albany de 

FONBLANQUB. 

Olympia. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 

Garrett. 

Robin Gray. By Chas. Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. C. Gibbon. 
What will the World Say P By 

Charles Gibbon. 

In Honour Bound. C. Gibbon. 
The Dead Heart. By C. Gibbon. 
In Love and War. C. Gibbon. 
For the King. By C. Gibbon. 
Queen of the Meadow. By 

Charles Gibbon. 

Dick Temple. By James 

Greenwood. 
Every-day Papers. By Andrew 

Halliday. 

Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. By 

Lady Duffus Hardy. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



TOVUIAR NOVKLS— f0ff/>lflMk/. 



Oftrth. By Julian Hawthorns. 
Qolden Heart By Tom Hood. 
TheHnnohbaok of Metro Dame. 

By VicTOK Hugo. 
Thomiaroff 8 ModeL By Mrs. 

Alfrkd Hunt. 

Fated to be Ftea. By Jban 
Ingblow. 

Oonfldenoe. By Hknry Jambs, 

JUB. 

THe Qneen of Oonnanght. By 

Hauubtt Jay. 

The Dark OoUeen. By H. Jay. 
Mnmber Seventeen. By Henb y 

KiNGSLBV. 

Oakshott Oastle. H.Kingslsy. 

Patricia KembalL By E.Lynn 

Linton. 
Learn Dundas. E.LynnLinton. 

The World Well Lost. By £. 

Lynn Linton. 
Under which Lord ? By £. 

Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
DearLadyDisdaln. By the same. 

My Enemy's Daughter. By 

Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy. 
Linley Rochford. McCarthy. 
Miss Misanthrope. McCarthy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoid. 

Lost Rose. K. S. Macquoid. 
Open I Sesame I By Florxncx 

Marryat. 
Harvest of Wild Oats. By 

Florence Marryat. 

A Little stepson. F. Marryat. 
Fighting the Air. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By Jean 

Middlemass. 

Mr. Dorillion. J. Middlemass. 
Whiteladies. ByMrs.OLiPHANT. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
Chandos. By Ouida. 
Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 



OeoU Oastlemaine. ByOviDsa. 
Triootrln. By Ouida. 
Pnok. By Ouida. 
Folle Farlne. By Ouida. 
A Dog of Flandieni. By OunMi. 
PasoareL By Ouida. 
Two Little Wooden SboM. Bf 
Slgna. By Ouida. COuiba. 
In a Winter City. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida. 
Moths. By Ouida. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. J. Payn. 
A Perfect Treasure, jf. Payn. 
Bentinck's Tutor. ByJ. Patn. 
Murphy's Master. By /. Payn. 
A County Family. By J. Payn. 
At Her Mercy. By J. Payn. 
AWoman'sVengeance. J. Payn. 
Cecil's Tryst By James Payn. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. J.Payn. 
Family Scapegrace. J. Payn. 
The Foster Brothers. J. Payn. 
Found Dead. By James Payn. 
Gwendoline'BHarvest. J.Payn. 
Humorous Stories. J. Payn. 
Like Father, Like Son. J.Payn. 
A Marine Residence. J. Payn. 
Married Beneath Him . J. P ay n. 
Mirk Abbey. By Jambs Payn. 
Not Wooed, but Won. J. Payn. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

By James Payn. 

Best of Husbands. ByJ. Payn. 
Walter's Word. By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Fallen Fortunes. By J. Payn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 

By Jambs Payn. 
By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Roof. By J. Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jas. Payn. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why P.PerroU KDled his Wife. 

The Mystery of Marie Boget. 
By Edgar A. Pob. 
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Popular ^o-^-BX^—continued. 



Fat Yourself in his Place By 

, CHAJIUC8 RbADB. 

fier Mother's Darling. By Mis. 

J. H. RiDDBXX. 

OasUght and Daylight By 
Gbok<;x Augustus Sala. 

BevindtothoWheeL By John 

Saundxss. 

Chiy Watennao* J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saunobss. 
neliioninthoPath. By John 

and Kathkrinb Saundsrs. 
A Matoh In the Dark. By A. 
Skbtchlsy. 



Tales for the Marines. By 

Walter Thornbuxy. 
The Way we Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollops. 
The American Senator. Ditto. 
Diamond Oat Diamond. Ditto. 
A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 

Bf Mark Twain. 

Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. 
An Idle Ezoursion. M.Twain. 
Sabina. By Lady Wood. 
Castaway. By Edmund Yates. 
Forlorn Hope. Edmund Yates. 
Land at liasL Edmund Yates. 



Payn 



Fcap. 8yo, picture covers, zi. each, 
feff Briggs's Lore Story. By Bret Hartb. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Hartb. 
Ifni. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavoumeen. By the Author of '* That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luok. By the Author of ** That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of '* That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Grows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 
The Professor's Wife . By Leonard Gra ham. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

.—Some Private Views. 

Being Essays contribited to The Nineteenth Century and to The 
Times. By Jambs Payn. Author of " High Spirits," " By Proxy." 
" Lost Sir Massingberd," &c. \ Nearly ready . 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lor. 6if. 

Plutarch's Lives of lilustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhornb. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Portrait and Illust ration s, 7^. td. 

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

V^th Baudelairb's " Essay." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yj. 6if. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. 

Small 8vOi cloth extra, with 130 Illustrations, 3J. ^, 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fafay Time. By J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, yj. 6<f. 

Pursuivant of Arms, The ; 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. By J. R. Planche, Somerset 
Herald, V^th Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations. 
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Proctor's (R. A.) Works: 

Sm7 Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Every Night in the 

Year, Drawings of the Constellations, ftc. By Richakd A. Proctok. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f . 

Familiar Soience Studies. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 

8vo, doth extra, ^s. 6eU \ln the press, 

Saturn and its System. By Richard A. Proctor. New and 

Revised Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, xos. 6d. {,In preparation. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By Rich. A. Proctok, 

Author of " Other Worlds than Otirs,"&c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Pleasant Ways in Science. By R. A. Proctor. Cr.8Yo»d.ez.df. 
Bough Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 

Scientific Subjects. By R. A Proctos. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s, 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 

our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around tis. By 
Richard A Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, doth, 6t. 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. By Richard A. 

Proctor. Crown 8vo, xs. 6d. 

Crow n 8v o, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfiilly Translated from the FVench, with variorom Notes, and 
ntunerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustavs Dorb. 

Crown 8vo, doth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifiilly 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, js, 6d, 

Bambosson's Popular Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated^ 

Second Edition, Revised, Crown 8vo, 1,200 pages, half-roxburghe, zai. 6d, 

Reader's Handbook (The) of AllusionSi Re- 
ferences, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Richardson's (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., ftc. 

immer (Alfred), Works by : 

Ova Old Country Towns. With over 50 Illustrations. By 

Alfred Rimmer. Square Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 10s. 6d. 

Kambles Hound Eton and Harrow. By Alfred Rimmer. 

With 50 Illustrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, los. 6d. 

About England with Dickens. With Illustrations by Alfred 
Rimmer and C. A. Vandekhoof, Sq. Svo, cloth gilt, lor. 6d. {In the press. 



Handsomely printed, price 5;. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, a.d. zo66-7. 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
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Two Vols., large 4to, profiisely Illustrated, half-morocco, jfa z6j. 

Bowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection firom his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries, 
^^th nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Grego, Author of "James GiUray, the Caricaturist ; his Life, 
Works, and Times." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustiated, 41. 6^. each. 

'' Secret Out" Series, The. 



The Pyroteohnlst's Treasury; 

or. Complete Art of Making Fire- 
wotks. fiy Thomas Kbntish. With 
munerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games^ 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bbllew. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tridcs, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W.H.Crbmss. aoolllusts. 

The Merry Cirole : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bbllbw. 
Many Illustrations. 



Magldan's Own Book : 

Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. Au 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Crbmbr. aoo Illustrations. 

Maglo No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &C., 
with folhr descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing ; Training of 
Perfonaiog Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontisirfeoe and many Illustrations. 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards, and 
other Recreations ; with Entertaming 
Experiments in Drawing-room or 
"White Magic." By W. if. Crkmbr. 
300 Engravings. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Senior's Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Sbnior ('*Red Spmner"), Author of By Stream and Sea." 



Shakespeare : 



Shakespeare, The First Folio. Mr. William Shakespsars's 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Orighiall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard and £d. Blount, 
1623. — ^A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process — ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detail. 
Smadl 8vo, half-Rozburghe, ^s* 6d, 

Shakespeare, Th,e Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facsimile of 
Drobshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, doth extra, 7s, td. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 

Chaklbs and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt« los, td, 

Shakespeare Mosio, The Handbook ot Being an Account 

350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems <^ 
Shakespeare, the compontions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present lime. ByALPRBD Roppb. 4to, hal^Roxburghe, 7X. 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swin- 

b (jrnb. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 8f . 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with lo full-page Tinted Illustrations, js, 6d» 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes, Puns. &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with loo Illustrations, js, 6d, 

Signboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hottrn. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, 6s, 6d, 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological, Histori^, and Anecdotal. An Emtirblt New 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, of. 6d. 

Smoker's Text-Book, The. By j. Hamer, rr.s.l > 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Spalding's Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devfls, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL,.B. 

Crown 4to, uniform with " Cliaucer for Children," with Coloured 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, 10s. 6d, 

Spenser for Children. 

ByM. H . TowRT. Illustrations in Colours bv Walter J. Morga v. 
A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth ext a, 5J. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess ; 

Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. Bv Howard Staunton. Edifed by Robert B . Wormald. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9J. 

Stedman's Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Strdmaw. 



Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Stories about Number Nip^ 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold 'for Children, by Walteb 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21J. 

Stories from the State Papers* 

By Alex. Charles Ewald, F.S.A., Author of " The Life of Prince 
Charles Stuprl," &c. With an Autotype Facsimile. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, with numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 24J. 

Strahan.— Twenty Years of a Publisher's 

Life. By Alexander Strahan. \,In the press. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6if. 

Stratt's Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, Alay 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 

Crown 8vo, with a Map of Suburban London, cloth extra, 7J. 6^. 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society, 
Celebrities, and Associations. With Notes on their Rental, Rates* 
and House Accommodation. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6dC 

Swift's Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir. Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in the Original Edition of "Gulliver's Travels." 

Swinburne's Works : 

The Queen Mother and Bosa- 

mondl Fcap. 8vo, 5«. 

Atalanta In Oalydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8to, 61. 

Ohastelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7«. 

Poems and Ballads. 

FiKST Sbribs. Fcap. 8vo, 9«. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. 

Sbcond Series. Fcap. 8vo, 9«. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 



Notes on ''Poems and Bal- 
lads." 8vo, It, 

William Blake : 

A Critical Essay, ^ith Facsimile 
Paintings. Demy 8vo, i6f. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8vo, zof. 6</. 



Bothwell : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, Z3f. Ut. 

Q-eorge Chapman: 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, 7X. 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown 8vo, tt. 

Essays and Studies. 

Crown 8vo, za«. 

Ereohtheus : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6«. 

Note of an English Republican 

on the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, li. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronto. 

Crown 8vo, tt, 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8vo, 8«. 

Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 

8vo, tt. 

Studies in Song. 

Crown 8vo, ^s, 



MR. SWINBURNE'S NEW DRAMA.— Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ps. 

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy, in Five Acts. By Algernon Charles 

Swinburne. [/« the Press, 

Demy 8vo, doth extra, Illustiated, 21J. 

Sword^ The Book of the : 

Being a History of the Sword, and its Use, in all Hmes and in all 
Countries. By Captain Richard Burton. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. [/ig preparaHo*, 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Ilhistrations, 7J. 6^. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and In Search 
of a Wifeb With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page lUnstxa- 
ions, in Colours, and life of the Author by J. C. Hotten. 
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Foot Vols, small 8vo, doth boards, 305. 

Talne's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Hbnrt Van Laun. 
^^* Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 151. 

Crown 8vo, doth gilt, pcofosdy lUnstrated, 6r. 

Tales of Old Thnle. 

Collected and Ilinstrated by J. Motk Smith. 

One VoL crown Bvo, doth extra, 7J. 6d, 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

" Clancarty," "Jeanne Dare." " 'Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's 
Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife," " Anne Boleyn," *« Plot and P&ssion." 
%* The Plays may also be had separately, at Is. each. 

Crown 8to, doth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece and nmneroos 

ninstrations, yj. ^. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion dl Sketches by 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Inddents 
in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the boola of his every- 
day reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, fargimiiA^ ^^hd 
Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, yj. ^, 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan Cunning- 
ham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Sted and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with numerous Illustrations, yj. 6^. 

Thombnry's (Walter) Haunted London. 

A New Edition, Edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with numerooa 
Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with* Illustrations, 71. 6^. 

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Cofifee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. 
By John Tim es , F.S.A. With numer ous Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Timbs' English Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 
ties: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Ddusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c By John Timbs. 
F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. ^^ 

Demy Svo, doth extra, Z4r. 

Torrens' The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Voh /, of Pro- 
Consul and Tribune: Wellesley and O'Connell: Histori 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 9J. 

Tunis : the Land and the People. 

By Ernst von Hesse- Wartegg. With many fine full-page lUustra- 
tions. [/» the press. 

down 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, 71. td. 

Turner's (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence: 

Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Academicians. By Walter Thornburt. A New Edition, con- 
siderably Enlarged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facdmiled 
from Turner's original Drawings. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground>Plans, 141. 

Walcott's Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters; and the English Student's Monasticon« By the Rev. 
Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 

^^ Large crown 8vo, doth antique, with Illustrations, 71. td, 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler : 

or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse of^Rivers, 
Fikhponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to A^gle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 

The Twenty-second Annual Edition, for i88z, doth, full gilt, 50^. 

Walford's County Families of the United 

Kingdom. ByEDWARD Walford,M. A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of FamiUes, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, 
the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country Ad- 
dresses, Clubs, &c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6df. per volume. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 



Merrle England in the Olden 

Time. By George Daniel. With 
Illustrations by Robt. Cruikshank. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

The Wilds of London. By 
James Greenwood. 

TavemAnecdoteB and Sayings ; 

Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

Oirous Life and Circus Celebri- 
ties. By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 

By Thomas Frost. 

The Life and Adventures of a 

Cheap Jack. By One of the Frater- 
nity. Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The Story of the London Parks. 

By Jacob Lahwood. With Illusts. 



Low-Life Deeps. An Account 

of the Strani^e Fish to be found there. 
By James Greenwood. 

Seven Generations of Execu- 
tioners: Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (1688 to 1847). Edited by 
Henry Sanson. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 

By Percy Fitzgerald. 

London Characters'. By Henry 

Mayhew. Illustrated. 

The denial Showman : Life 

and Adventures of Artemus Ward. 
By E. P. HiNGSTON. Frontispiece. 

Wanderings in Patagonia ; or. 

Life amon^ the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. By Charles Warren Stod- 
dard. Illustrated by Wallis Mac- 

KAY. 
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Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, sa in. by 14 in., 21. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Docmnent, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 

^^ Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price as. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a 
Facsimile of the Great Seal. 

^^ Crown 8vo, doth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 41. 6d, 

Westropp's Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 
lain ; or, History of those Arts firom the Earliest Period. By Hoddes 
M. Wbstropp. V^th numerous Illustrations, and a List of Maries. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 

What shall my Son be P 

Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Profession or Trade for their 
Sons. By Francis Davenant, M.A. 

^^ Seventh Edition. Square 8vo, is. 

Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macneux Whistler. 
A VERY HANDSOME VOLUME,^ Lai^e 410. cloth extra, 31 j. 6d. 

White Mountains (The Heart of the) : 

Their Legend and Scenery/ By Samuel Adams Drake. With 
nearly 100 Illustrations by W. Hamilton Gibson, Author of 
" Pastoral Days." [Nearly ready, 

Crown 8vo, doth limp, with Illustrations, ai. 6d, 

Williams' A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

By W. Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., F.C.S. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra. Illustrated, dr. 

Wooing (The) of the Water- Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. Illust.byJ. Mots Smith. 

Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s, 6d, 

Words, Facts, and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
Eliezer Edwards. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Wright's Garicatnre History of the Georges. 

(The House of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, 
Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright, M.A.. F.S.A. 

Large post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 

Wright^s History of Garicatnre and of the 

Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting. By Thomas 
Wright, F.S.A. Profusely Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

J. OGDBN AND CO., PRINTBRS, 173, ST. JOHN STRBBT, B.C. 



